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she Couldn’t Say No! 

A nice squeeze play for a girl to be In, she 
thought grimly. And it gets worse all the time. 
Now, a frustrated, ogiiig lecher tries his hand at 
the game. 

He put his arms Qround her. 'i love you so 
much," he said. "I'd do anything on earth for you. 
All Vm asking is that you be kind " 

"Kind!" Judy creaked. "Thafs the way old guys 
like you always put It" 

She winced from the poln of his bonds gripping 
her shoulders. 

"I didn't act oid last night." 

"OidI" she taunted. "Just an old fool who gets 
a taste of a young girl—ond runs right off his 
rocker." 

He was slopping her face, first one cheek, then 
the other. "Stop thatl I want you. Til pay any¬ 
thing-" 

Her reply come in a dull voice, devoid of emo¬ 
tion. "Okay. How do we start?" 
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EX-MISTRESS 




CHAPTER ONE 


Sooner or later it was bound to happen. Judy had known 
it from the day she had walked out trf the life of that 
stinker who had provided her with easy money^ flashy 
clotheSj a diamond bracelet always good for a loan in a 
pawn shop—and the feeling that she was up to her nedc 
in slime. 

Time and again, beginning with hex wedding night, 
her uneasy mind had warned her. One of di^e days that 
punk will show up. And that will be the end of your 
foolish dream of playing fair and square with the sweOest 
guy on earth. 

And now, nearly a year later, at ten minutes after one 
o^clock on the third of July, the dark, stocky man marched 
into the restaurant on State Street in Rogerstown, Mary¬ 
land. Eddie OTlourk, his name was. He brought with 
him all of that sordid year during whidi Judy had he^ 
dragged through the mud of scandal. 

The lunch counter was jammed. It always was, be¬ 
tween noon and two o’clock. The Jolly Roger featured a 
businessman's special. Most of the men from the bank 
across the street ate their lunch there, and so did many 
of the office workers in the vicinity. They liked the 
friendly atmosphere. 

Lynn Groves, who had been ratber surprised when 
Judy applied for a part-time job, had explained to her 
about tlmt “friendly atmosphere.” He had said ^at he’d 
owned ten or twelve eating places in his time, and never 
had lost money on one yet His secret was very simple-- 
and twofold. He served the best food be coiild for the 
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8 EX‘MISTRESS 

money—-and saw to it that the waitresses made the cus¬ 
tomers feel at home* 

In the larger cities, Lynn had explained, where people 
were more sophisticate^ a coimter girl with a bold eye 
was a real asset Here in Rogerstown, things were a little 
different* It was a small town, not yet grown up to big- 
town ideas on sex. Most folks hereabouts didn’t want it 
So the friendly, folksy toudi was the angle to aim for. 
"Just make the boys fed sort of at home—without giving 
them the idea that you’ve got any notions about luring 
diem away from their homes,” Lynn had put it 
Then he had wanted to know what Judy’s husband, 
not to mention her mother-in-law, thought about her 
taking this job. Judy had admitted, ruefdly, that they 
didn’t think much of it But Paul, her husband, had 
finally given his consent, she said. 

There had been no point in going into further detail 
with a comparative stranger who was not interested in 
her emotional problems. But that was the way she had 
put it to Paul. She had said that caring for a two-room 
flat was simply not enough to fill her days and give her 
the emotlond protection of a full, properly adjusted life. 
What she really meant was that if she had too much time 
to brood over certain things in her past, she might crack 
up emotionally. 

She saw the powerfully built, dark man wedge his two 
hundred pounds onto a stool just vacated. 

There was no point in prolonging the agony, and she 
walked down the counter and handed him a menu card. 
She said that the dollar special business lunch was ready 
to s^rve. If he wanted a special order, it would take a 
httle longer. He said all he wanted was a coke. "You 
serve cokes here?” he said* 

Judy said, “Sure* Small? Or large?" 

“Large, Plenty of ice," 

Judy mixed the coke, regretful that she had no cyanide 
to slip into it* She wondered how—and-how soon—he 
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would show his haxici So far he had given no sign that 
he recognized her—which gave her no comfort whatever. 

She knew Eddie. He did his dirty work in mysterious 
ways. He had the finest poker face on record. No one 
ever knew what cards he held until he showed his hand— 
and his trump card usually came from up his sleeve* 

The note was folded inside the twenty dollar bill he 
pushed at h^ to pay for the coke. She read it before she 
made his change. Meet me outside this joint at two 
tomorrow afternoon. And don^t try any tricks—or fU blow 
your dreamboat marriage to heU, 

Tomorrow. 

That was the Fourth—and she was scheduled to go on * 
a chu rch picnic in. the mountains with Paul and his 
mother. Yesterday evening, there had been a little argu¬ 
ment—with Judy trying to beg off. 

She had never cared much for picnics, so she said. 
And she really was subject to sun-stroke. Not to mention 
the fact that she was such a poor mixer—which was an 
unfortunate remark. Grace Thompson never missed a 
chance to get in a sly dig about the girl Paul should have j 
married. ‘Tor Paul's sake, dear, you should force your¬ 
self to be more friendly with the yoimg people he grew 
up with. Now you take Hope Ridgeway, She has the 
knack of making herself tiie center of everything ffiafs 
going on. After all, they were sweethearts from the time 
they were children, you might say. And if he'd never 
met you, Tm sure that he and dear Hope—" 

Judy walked back to Eddie. She put down three fives, 
four ones, and the small change. She looked straight at 
him. She knew that steady, unblinking stare meant he 
was challenging her, 

"You must 1^ sort of nervous," he said. “You gave me 
too much change " 

He pushed a quarter back across the counter. ^'What's 
the matterr be went on, not smiling, “Heat getting you, 
kid? Or maybe you got some little worry on your mind?" 
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She had all she could do to keep from bursting into 
hysterical laughter, which brought on the horrible 
thought that she might be going insane. 

There was a breaking point—and the mind could take 
no more without cracking. Well, maybe for her, Eddie’s 
reappearance was the breaking poinL 

Eddie hunted in his pocket for a cigarette* She struck 
the match for him, held it and waited while he cupped 
his hands around it until he got his smoke going. She 
looked at his hands and they made her flesh creep. If 
there had been one thing which had made his lovo' 
making loathsome to her, it had been Eddie’s hairy, 
thick-fingered hands. 

He had dways been quite a dresser, and he still was. 
Blue shirt Black and white checked suit. The coat was 
open suid, where the gold buckle fastened his belt his 
belly rose above it like a tire. He had put on even more 
weight since she had seen him last. He ate like a hog and 
drank like a fish. Yet she had never seen him really drunk, 
and she had never seen him when he wasn’t ready for 
another hearty meal. He used to say that he needed aU 
that rich food to give him the stren^ to enjoy a woman 
in the proper way. He used to say that all that malarkey 
about man being spiritual and made in the image of Cod 
was so much nonsense, Man, according to Eddie—ac¬ 
companied by a big belly-laugh—had made God in his 
own image. And man was nothing more or less than just 
another animal* In his small allotted span of years, if be 
failed to enjoy his animal appetites to the utmost he was 
a damn fool. Eddie had enjoyed Judy’s delicate dark 
beauty very much—and his eyes told her silently that 
he meant to have her back. 

Silently she nodded. 



CHAPTER TWO 


She turned her back on him and went to take the order 
of a customer at the far end of the counter* She was 
aware that Eddie sat motionless for a momoit, gazing 
after her, because she could feel those small opaque eyes 
boring into her* She was aware that he got up and 
walked out. 

She felt as if a brutal hand had taken hold of her life 
and left it a complete wreck. What would be left of it 
after Eddie got through? Her marriage to Paul was her 
life. 

“Who"s your friend?” asked Sadie WOliajnSj whose 
bulky stolid body seemed to contain some kind of di¬ 
vining rod for ferreting out sejc vibrations between the 
waitresses and their customers* "The dark guy with the 
flashy tie,” she elaborated* 

*Haw would I knowr^ Judy snapped. The sharp edge 
to her voice startled Sadie, who gave her a funny look, 

“Well, you don^t need to get so sore about it I was 
only asking you a civil question. He didn't look to me 
like anybc^y I ever saw around town before, and he 
reminded me of somebody Tve seen in the movies, only 
I can't think who. And he looked at you sort of like he 
knew you. And—well, I was fust wondering—and I don’t 
see why you ve got to jump on me, just for asking you a 
civil question.” 

“I m sorry, Sadie ” Judy said. "Maybe the heat is getting 
me. 

Sadie nodded. “Yeah. It is hot, ain’t it? Well, you got 
to look for hot weather around the Fourth.’* She added 
with a grin that showed the tooth missing in the front 
of her mouth: “If you want to get really hot, you ought 
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to stand over this steam table three, four hours on a 
stretch. And then go home and sweat in the truck garden 
for a couple more hours*^ 

She laughed. 

By the time Judy was due to go off duty, at two-thirty, 
it was clouding up and a storm was threatening. Thunder 
had been rumbling in the mountaiiis for the last hour. 
Now it was getting louder, A few big drops fell as Judy 
left the restaurant By the time she reached the comer 
the storm had almost arrived. 

She decided that she'd better take a tax! home. It was 
nine blocks to the flat which was right at the end of a 
new subdivision and looked out over open country. She 
ducked across the street to the bank comer and around 
it to the cigar store where the taxis usually pulled up to 
wait for customers. She waited there for a few minutes, 
with no luck, and by that time the rain was pouring 
down from the clouds. 

The sign in front of the hotel coffee shop across the 
street caught her eye, reminding her she hadn't eaten 
since morning. She was entitled to her lunch, free, when 
she worked tiie noon shift. But the appearance of Eddie 
had been such a rickening shock that for the next boux 
her stomach had rejected even the thought of food. 

She was breathing hard when she reached the coffee 
shop. Her red slippers were soaked and her siunmer 
nylon dress was streaked with water. But the dress would 
dry quickly and it was nice to be safe from the storm 
outside. Ahnost at once the quiet, charming atmosphere 
of the room seemed to have a soothing effect on her 
nerves. The tables were covered with bright cloths. 
Yellow candles sent up their small flickering flames from 
copper sticks. On the larger tables there were bowls 
filled with summer flowers. It was the kind of thing she 
had always hungered to have in her own life. 

Was every decent, lovely thing she had found, and 
made her own this last year, to be destroyed by that 
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cheap crook to whom a girl was no more than a piece 
of merchandise? 

OK God! 

She sat down at a table and covered her face with 
her hands. 

For a moment she was unable to control her shudder¬ 
ing body, to fight against the feeling of suffocation. She 
thought, Tm trapped* AH of her grinding, ripping fear 
centered around the dread of losing Paul. The shuddering 
stopped and the numbness which took hold of her mind 
amounted to a kind of paralysis. 

All she could do was sit there with her eyes closed and 
see Paul turning his back on her to walk away from her 
and out of her life—until finally she could see him no 
more. 

There was a voice right beside her. “Mrs. Thompson. 
Are you ill?” 

She looked up slowly. Frank Kinney was standing be¬ 
side the table. He was a Idndly, middle-aged man who 
made it his business to take a personal interest in troubled 
widows, orphans, and women of any age. 

Judy managed a wavering smile, “Fm all right,” she 
said. These electric storms make me jittery,” 

The man nodded. They have that effect on some 
people. My wife locks ha-self up in a closet Fve known 
her to become quite hysterical ” 

He asked Judy's permission before he sat down. He 
said he bad glanced into the coffee shop and when he 
saw Judy he was reminded of the man who had come 
into the bank yesterday. 

Frank ordered a cup of coffee. He lit cigarettes for both 
of them. Then, smokdng thoughtfully^ he stared silently 
at Judy who stared back and found herself suddenly 
self-conscious. 

He was lookuig at her witih his eyes moist and softened, 
in a way that made her sharply aware of herself as a 
woman. For a moment she had the unpleasant and curi- 
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14 EX-MISTRESS 

ous illusion that she was back in the Califomia night 
club. Those were the days when she had learned all 
about the innocuous-looking little businessmen with their 
well-filled billfolds. They would get out the billfolds, 
which were intended to make her brows go up and hCT 
undies go down, and they never believed it when she said 
she was not for sale. Th^ didn't even hear what she was 
saying. 

She had learned to expect to be looked at in that way 
by every man. It had been a long time after Judy had 
Irft California before she could meet the eyes of any 
man without it giving her the creeps. Sometimes she 
would see the look when it was not there at all. It had 
not been until after she had met and married Paul that 
she had begun to believe there were decent men in the 
world. 

The glassy hint of sensuality disappeared from Frank 
Kinney’s eyes, their usual friendly, matter-of-fact expres¬ 
sion returned, and Judy was sure that she had imagined 
the whole thing. 

The man’s whole character, his standing in the town, 
gave the lie to such an idea. She knew by experience 
that very often these “upright characters” were the worst 
hypocrites, the fastest operators around a pretty chassis, 
once drey got off the tigbt-rope of propriety they walked 
so carefully in their home towns. But it would be hard 
to believe that about Frank. Or was she simply letting 
herself be taken in by a man whose appearance was so 
dull and commonplace that it was hard to imagine his 
ever stepping out of character? Of average height, aver¬ 
age build, medium complexion, he looked exactly what 
he was. A small town man who had spent the better part 
of his life working in a small tovra bank. He did not 
wear glasses, but be looked as if he should. His mild 
brown eyes bad the slightly strained look of a man who 
had spent too much time staring closely at desk work, 
too little Hmft iTiflnlg iTi g his gaze in faraway vistas 
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His color was not very good He had a pasty tinge as 
though he never got out enough in the sun. People said 
that the niinute Frank left the bank, he hurried right 
home to be with his wife, who was "not well.” 

According to tovm gossip, Effie Kinney had never been 
“very strong.” Almost from babyhood, she had suffered 
from rheumatic heart. This had iways limited her activi¬ 
ties, and she had to give a great deal of time and thought 
to “taking care of herself.” Now, in her late forties-she 
was a few years older than Frank-rumor had it that she 
was going through “the change” and was having a bad 
time of it. She was said to have "spells” when she was 
not altogether in her right mind. But through it all, no 
one had anything but praise for Frank who was sirnply 
the kindest, most considerate husband you ever heard of. 

judy gave a small, nervous laugh. "What makes you 
look at me like that^ she said. 

Then he put the question which filled her with sharp, 
frightening new fears, because it meant that already the 
dirty job of smearing her with suspicion had begun. 
“What do you know about a man named Eddie O’Rourk?” 
Frank said, “Or, is it something you’d rather not talk 
about?” 


CHAPTER THREE 

She sat, with a still face and waiting eyes, determined 
not to say a word until she fotmd out how this man 
had got wind of Eddie, how much he already knew. 

He gave a small shrug, as much as to say that in the 
banking business, as in every other business, a man oc¬ 
casionally came up against situations and customers who 
were distastefuJ. 

Judy vaguely understood that he was trying to be kind. 
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16 EX-MISTRESS 

He saw that his questions had embarrassed her and he 
felt bad about it. She knew that he was giving her time 
to collect her wits while he explained, very casually 
about the little business deal cooking with this feUow 
from “out west somewhere." 

Eddie had dropped into the bank yesterday afternoon. 
He was not at all the type of man the bank cared to do 
business with. But, on the other hand, business was busi¬ 
ness. If the bank had a piece of property for sale, anyone 
had a right to come in and make an offer. It was not, 
strictly speaking, within the province of the bank to be 
too nosy about where the customer’s money came from- 
or about the personal history and moral standards of a 
fellow who looked like a racing tout 

Eddie O’Rourk, according to the story he toH had 
been scouting around the east for a promising site on 
which to open a big night dub. He had plenty of money 
to pour into it He was prepared to shoot the works on 
the flashiest place of its kind to be found south of New 
York, east of Chicago. Big name orchestra. Strip-tease 
acts which would bring the boys back again and again. 

“As you can imagine,” Frank said, “the bank officials 
have no desire to bring that kind of roadhouse practically 
to the edge of town.” Lord knew, there was already too 
much drinking among the young people. 

On the other hand, there was this hill property Ae 
bank had taken on foreclosure and had been stuck with 
for two years. So far, it had seemed good for nothing but 
dandelions and daisies. It was eating itself up in taxes. 
Actually, they were resigned to writing it off as a total 
loss. Now "this fellow” showed up and seemed to think 
It was exactly the spot he’d been looking for. Close 
enough to both Baltimore and Washington to attrad: 
customers from both cities. And during the summer 
months it would get the resort crowd from Brandyvrine 
Heights. 

Frank paused in his recital to take a sip of coffee, to 
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fish out some change to pay the girl for a pack of cigarettes* 

He opened the pack and held it out to Judy* She took 
one, and as she tapped it on the back of her band she 
said in a flat, expressionless voice; “Did you promise to 
sell him the property?” 

“No/' he said finally, "as a matter of fact we haven't 
agreed to sell it, as yet. Although the fellow has offered a 
surprisingly good price. Three times as much as the bank 
had ever hoped to get for it. And he's ready to pay, in 
cashr It had worrit Frank a little* He had his doubts 
about a man who turned up out of nowhere, his billfold 
stuffed with thousand dollar bills. So he had insisted on 
taking a little time to consider the deal* 

Frank finished his coffee and lit a fresh cigarette before 
he asked Judy, without any warning at all; "Mrs. Thomp¬ 
son, please don't be offended, but—is this fellow here to 
make trouble for you?” 

She felt the color drain out of her face. Her nervous 
fingers tore a cigarette to pieces without lighting it. “Why 
do you ask me such a question?” she demanded out of 
a dry, choking throat 

"We were standing outside of the bank, talking ” Frank 
said. *This fellow and myself. You came out of the JoUy 
Roger and he noticed you. He forgot all about this 
property he was after. He asked me if you were a new 
girl in town and I said, no, I told him you'd been here 
nearly a year. That you were married to a young archi¬ 
tect, a fine young man from one of our old families. He 
started to laugh. I asked him what the devil he was 
laughing at He said, 'So that's what became of her. 
She hooked a young man from a fcie old family* Well, 
I'll be damned.' 

“And then, Mrs. Thompson—” Frank paused. He 
seemed to have difficulty in breathing^ He tried to light 
another cigarette. His h^ds were shaking so badly that 
it took three matches, and then a fourth. 

Judy watched him, waiting for him to go oil Waiting 
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to hear the rest of it Whatever it was, it was her funeral 
-not his-so why should he appear so terribly agitated? 
But he was. His face had turned crimson and his eyes 

had the look again. ,,, 01 . i. j 

"Well? What else did he say?” Judy prodded. She had 

to know where she stood. 

His flushed face moved closer to hers. “He asked ine, 
Mrs. Thompson, how many men in town were enjoying 
your favors,** 

He lowered his eyes, as if he were greatly embarrassed 
and Judy understood that he was trying to apologize to 
her. He knew that he should have knocked the fellow 
down. He could see very clearly just what sort he was. 
Nothing but a fat, greasy, lascivious pig. Ob, say man 
with the courage would have smashed his fist straight into 
the fellow’s coarse face. He would have wiped up the 
sidewalk with him, and then he would have seen to it 
that he got out of town. Fast 

His eyes came back up to Judy’s. Now there was a 
helpless, naked look in them. As if he were completely 
defenseless for the moment as he showed her his weak- 
ness, his ineptitude as a man* 

Judy's knuckles rapped with light impatience on the 
table. She wanted to find out if Eddie's loose, vile mouth 
had spilled any of the actual details about her. She wanted 
to scream at Frank, *Tot heaven^s sake, tell me the rest 
of it. I want to know all that that devil said to you about 
me ” But she was able to feign a composure she did not 
feel as she asked in a quiet voice, ‘‘Did Eddie 0*Rourk 
make any other remarks about me?” 

He shook his head. “No. I think IVe told you every¬ 
thing” 

She knew that he was lying. ‘What else?” she de¬ 
manded. “I want to know. And please don't worry about 
hurting my feelings. The kindest thing you can do is 
tell me exactly what he said. All of it.” 

“Well-” Frank hesitated. He looked extremely embar- 
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rassed as he finally let her have the rest of it THe wanted 
to know if I had tried my lock with you. I said no, of 
cxiurse not” 

Frank seemed to have difficulty swallowiiig, “Then he 
said, ‘Here’s a piece of advice, Kinney. Take it from a 
guy who knows. That gal is one really hot babe. How 
she s managed to put it over on this town I wouldn’t 
know. But I'm givhig you a tip straight from the horse s 
mouth. , .. There's an extremely nice little article, if you 
happen to have the price. So why don't you try your 
luck?'” 

Judy's eyes were fixed on his face, “And what did you 
say?” 

The man stared at her, Hcking his dry lips with his 
tongue. 

“I said, by God, maybe I will ” 

“Were you out of your mind?” 

He shook his bead. “No. It was just that the words 
slipped out—because it was what IVe been wanting to 
do right along,” 

“You don't mean that” Judy said slowly. 

He stared at her—and when his words came they did 
not sound like those of sedate Frank Kinney, His voice 
sounded strange, thick and harsh. “You little fool,” he 
said. “Don't you take me for a man, just like other men? 
Don’t you know that I've been wild to have you? Don't 
you know that I'm m love with you? Sick with it You're 
a woman. Can't you teU?” 

How in God's name she came to do it she did not 
know. It was as if she, too, suddenly lost all of her self 
possession. It was as if her voice spoke without any 
orders from her will, and the words which she spoke 
were as alien, as out of character, as Frank's passionate 
outburst. 

She leaned toward him, her eyes fixed on his. “Just how 
much do you mean all that?” she said. 

For a moment he sat as if transfixed, while the look 
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of desire deepened and darkened until his eyes seemed 
to be telling her that she had it in her power to destroy 
him—either way. Either by passion, which would make 
him her helpless slave* or by rejecting his passion, which 
would be his final and fatal defeat. 

“Youll think I m out of my mind,” he said thicldy, as 
his shaking hand fumbled for the water glass. 

“Just how did you mean itl How much do you want 
me, Frank? How much? What would you do to get me? 
If I offered myself to you, what would you offer in 
return?” 

“What do you want me to offer? What do you want 
me to do for you? Just say what you want!” 

“We'll talk about that later ” she snapped, still gazing 
at him as if everything depended on the promise she 
could extract from him. “What would you do for me? Is 
there a limit? Is it conditioned on any mistakes I may or 
may not have made in my past? Tell me. Do you hear me? 
Tell me ” 

His whole face seemed as naked in its revelation as a 
woman’s bared breast, and it seemed to Judy that she 
was watching his entire being melt into one vast, awful 
hunger before he choked out the words, “I don’t care 
what you’ve been, or done. You could have been a 
prostitute on the streets. It wouldn’t make any difference. 
I’ve never had a woman I really wanted. Never in my 
whole life. I’ve been starved for it. Its been a cruel 
thing. Maybe 1 am a little crazy. A man can go crazy 
for so many reasons. I should think wanting and never 
having a real woman would be sufficient reason,” 

He fell silent, just watching her, as if just the sight of 
her lush, dark beauty was quickened by the thought that 
he might possess her as a lover—and the thought was 
aiough to send him into a strange transport. His eyes 
moved over her. They seemed fascinated most of all by 
the way her still damp blouse clung to her small, high 
breasts. It must have seemed to him that through 
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rain-dampened material they were pointed at him in a 
wanton invitation. 

He sighed, and when he spoke again it was with 
surprising calmness. But behind the calm was a yearning 
he had given up trying to conceal "I want you,** he saidL 
^^o have you, I would do anything. Give you anything 
that it was in my power to ^ve you." Slowly his eyes 
filled with tears. Without shame, he let her see the tears. 
It was a way of telhng her that he had never intended 
for things to go this far. But now it had happened, and 
for him, there was no going back 

Judy dropped her eyes. She could not bear to look 
at him any more. Now she understood a Little how it 
was with him. His eyes had given away more than he 
knew. He was not simply a middle-aged man on the 
make. He was a man filled with a great pain, an awful 
sense of loss, because he bad missed all of the things that 
go to make up a rich life. He was filled with a desperate, 
frenzied need to get back a little of what he had lost 
before it was too late. 

She felt a sense of shame. Cornered, she was planning 
to take advantage of tus weakness, to behave like a cheap, 
female bird of prey going after a middle-aged man who 
is ripe to be taken. And what of Paul? What of her sworn 
promise to herself on her wedding night, never to go in 
for cheap intrigue of the shabby old hole-and-corner 
variety? She felt a stab of acute self-doubt. 

Then, pressing all of her doubts to the back of her 
mind, she smiled at Frank. 

She knew what the waiting look in his eyes meant 
He was leaving it up to her to make the next move. 

She made it short and simple. "'That property,** she 
said. “I don't want you to sell it to Eddie O'Rourk. 
Okay?" 

Silently his eyes agreed. Silently her eyes told him he 
wouldn't regret it “Tomonow evening," she said, “Right 
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after it gets dark. Would you Idee to take me for a drive 

in the country?” 

They gazed at each other for a moment across the small 
candle. Judy put out the flame, pinching it out between 
her two fingers. Then she got up and walked out of the 
coffee shop. After a few minutes she began to worry 
about what she had done. She wondered how she was 
ever to go through with it—with Frank Kiimey. And 
what did she stand to gain? Say she thwarted Eddie in 
his roadhouse deal. It would add up to exactly what? 
That he would not hang around this town forever—and 
the sum total of that small advantage might be exactly 
nothing. 

Eddie had always been known as a man with a quick 
trigger finger, equally good at making a quick getaway. 
On the CaUfomia criminal court records there were two 
or three murders, unsolved, to prove it. 

All it would t^e would be a little talk with Paul, 
"OTlourk is my name. Eddie O^Rourk. I just thought I'd 
drop in and get acquainted. Because when two guys have 
got as much in common as you and me have got in 
common—and I am taUdng about the dame you married, 
Thompson. Hell, dont be a sap all your life, pal. Don’t 
start calling me a dirty liar, either. You want to know 
what I do when some damned, gullible fool calls me a 
liar? Well, here's what I do, pal. Just lay my cards right 
on the table, pal. I just throw in a little evidence about 
certain little curves and certain cute little moles that 
happen to go along with this particular dame's cute little 
chassis. Then well see if you want to come again with 
that dirty crack about me being a dirty liar. We’ll just 
seer 

And by the time that devil got through talking, Judy 
would be finished. 

She would never even get the chance to justify herself* 
Paul wouldn’t listen. Maybe he would smile skeptically, 
not in the least impressed, if she tried to elaborate on the 
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psychological reasons for those six months when she had 
fccked over the traces-not to mention the practical 
needs for food to put in her stomach and a place to sleep. 

In the end he wouldn’t even look at her—might even 
say he never wanted to see her again. And since she knew 
right now that that was the way it would turn out, why 
prolong the agony? 

Why let herseft in for a chaotic, drawn, out stretch of 
worry and suspense? Why sell hemlf io Kinney, 

in the forlorn hope that if she could only Eddie out 
of town in a hurry everything might stiU be all right? 

Well, the explanation was very simple. It was because 
once before she had stood, terrorized, with her back to 
the wall—and that time she had had a lot more than 
one dirty crook arrayed against her. One helluva lot 
more. That time it had been society at large, plus all of 
the powerful forces of the law—and all of them jeering 
at one helpless, cornered girl: You haven’t got a chance. 

But they had been wrong. 

Luck had been vrith her. And maybe it would be again. 


CHAPTER FOUR 

Paul Thompson had spent a very uncomfortable hour 
with his mother that afternoon. His career as an aichitect 
was still going through the birth pangs. His required 
stretch in the service had prevented his getting started 
as soon as he came out of college. Impatient of the en¬ 
forced delay, he had determined not to let his mind 
grow stagnant When he returned to Rogerstown, he had 
Lought back, along with his lovely young bride, enough 
creative energy and brilliant ideas to design a thousand 
houses, all ultra-modem to the last detail. He had b^n 
perfectly confident that his ideas would catch on im- 
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mediately, that everyone in town who wanted or could 
afford a new home would want a Paul Thompson home. 
His mother had thought so, too. Grace Thompson had 
decided, within a few hours after she brought Paul 
into the world, that she had given birth to a genius. She 
had never changed her mind. No matter what hne of 
work he might have chosen, Grace would have expected 
him to fire the world with his brilliance. 

It had been a worse blow to her, really, than to Paul, 
when his up-to-date ideas for houses that resembled 
elaborate solaria, equipped with electrical gadgets ena¬ 
bling the house to clean itself, failed to catch on over¬ 
night. The fact remained that business was slow in 
coming. So far he had been barely able to break even. 
People in Rogerstown still seemed to prefer brick walls 
to glass, rooms that were precisely what they appeared 
at first glance and did not turn into something else by 
the twist of a knob. 

At first Grace had been disposed to blame the provin¬ 
cial mindedness of a small, conservative, southern town 
where it always had taken people forever to catch up 
with what was going on in the rest of the world. Although 
she had been bom, grown up, married, and—except for 
a three-month tour of Europe years ago, and her regular 
two-week vacation in Atlantic City every summer—spent 
her entire Iffe in the town, Grace had always felt vaguely 
resentful of it She felt that it had cheated her of many 
cultural advantages, deprived her of the richer life to 
which, by nature, she was entitled. She remarked, oc¬ 
casionally, that she had always felt like a bird in a cage. 
She said she'd never had an opportunity to try her wings. 

When it looked as if the wings of her son's ambitions 
were to be clipped, she had plenty to say about tiie kind 
of a town that couldn't appreciate creative genius. 

Then, quite suddenly, she had shut up about the 
benighted town and taken a completely new tack 

She had decided that the real fault lay with Paids 
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marriage to a girl whom no one, not even herself, knew 
much about. People liked to throw their business to their 
friends. They lik^ to spend their money where there was ‘ 
a warm, personal contact between the families, and you 
couldn't blame them. Everyone had felt a little resentful 
of Judy from the start, h^use all of their old friends 
had counted on Paul's marrying Hope Ridgeway. Not 
that there had been any actual engagement No one 
could say, literally, that Paul had jilted dear Hope. 
Certainly there had been no engagement ring, no formal 
announcement of a betrothal. 

Nevertheless, everyone had expected him to marry 
Hope. 

And everyone had his suspicions from the first glimpse 
of Judy that Paul had allowed himself to be roped in by 
a girl who was no better than she should be. This feeling 
grew out of an unadmitted but definite conviction that 
beautiful girls very rarely were strictly pure. 

Judy was a gorgeous creature. She put every other 
town girl in the shade for looks. And in addition to that, - 
Paul seemed so madly infatuated with her that—well, it 
scarcely seemed as if a thoroughly good girl could arouse 
such passion in a man. More 5ian once, Grace had been 
quite embarrassed by the glances she caught passing 
between them. It was almost as if she had caught them i 
in bed together. 

So you take all that, add to it the fact that Judy was 
very stand-offish, and was it any wonder that people 
were slow to send much business Paul’s way? 

Grace had started in on Judy and her s^, reserved 
ways the minute she came to the flat that afternoon. She 
kept it up until Paul was forced to lay down the law to 
his mother. 

He was in a discouraged mood to start with. For a 
solid week not even a nibble at a job had come his way. 
That was the reason he had stayed home from the office. 

The day before the Fourth and hot as blazes. No sense 
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opening up the place just to prop his heels on his desk, 
smoke his way through a pack of cigarettes, try to figure 
out what he could do to stir up a little business, and end 
by thinking about making love to Judy. Then he would 
start watching the dock. When it got close to the time 
for her to be home, he would get up, stretch his long 
legs, dose up shop, suddenly half crazy with impatience. 

Impatient to get her in his arms and hold her close 
against his body, that was still as passionately crazy for 
her as it had been that first night in New Orleans when 
he had gone to a place in the French Quarter to get a 
drink and had come out with a girl he knew he wanted 
in his bed for the rest of his life. 

Just like that, they had clicked. 

Judy never Idt any doubts but that she was as cr^ 
for him as he was for her. 

Christ, there wasn’t a guy in a million as lucky as he 
was ... and diat was part of the reason he was so dis¬ 
couraged about the way his work was going—or was not 
going. 

He wanted to make money. He wanted to make a lot 
of money and make it fast, so he could buy Judy the 
ejctravagant luxuries any man wanted to buy for his 
woman. He was begiiming to wonder if it would be a 
smart idea to strike out for a big city, and try his luck 
among strangers. He knew that a lot of people around 
this town were vaguely resentful of Judy, and it made 
him sore. 

“Oh, goddam them to hell,” Judy had yelled only a 
few nights ago. They had just come home from a little 
party where one of the town's gum-beaters had been 
trying to pry historical data out of Judy. "My, what a 
secretive girl you are. You mustu t think that we re too 
dreadfully curious about you. It’s just that we're so fond 
of Paul.” 

Sometimes it drove Paul half cra 2 y. He knew well 
enough that there was some unhappy secret in Judy’s 
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past. She had warned him before she had agreed to 
marry him. 

They had been walking along Canal Street on the 
French side. To thek left was the old New Orleans 
which held mystery and charm, half Spanish, half 
French, with the overhanging balconies, railed with iron 
grilles, which added to the illusion of an etching out of 
the Old World. 

Paul had turned and looked at Judy. Her eyes seemed 
to catch the mystery and charm of the city's enchant¬ 
ment, reflecting it back to him. It was easy to figure, 
right then, that there might be a curious fascmation about 
a girl who would always be something of a mystery to 
him. And anyway, her past was not what he wanted. It 
was just as simple as that 

He took a few more mmutes to think it over. Then he 
caught her arm and made her stand and look at him. 
He told her about being in Korea. He told her about die 
dirt and the mud and the cursing obscenities of angry, 
frightened men—and about die loneliness. He tried to 
tell her about the kind of hell where dirt-caked men 
quaked in the inferno created by roaring, murderous 
guns. 

He said, “I love you and I want you and the hell with 
your past. Now, let's go get mamed." 

On the whole, Grace had behaved rather well about 
it She tried to make the best of a marriage she was 
convinced was a tragic mistake. She disciplined herself 
not to ask Judy any of the thousand and one questions 
she was dying to ask. She even got to the point where 
she worried very little about certain mystifying remarks 
which Judy would let slip* Grace was positive that there 
was more to that girl’s history than met the eye—and 
some of it, likely as not, disgraceful. But she had reasons 
of her own for believing the marriage would never lasL 
Meanwhile she would hold her tongue, 

Paul was the one who did the wonying, as the raonths 
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passed. How in hell could a man help wondering what 
man had had his wife before he had? 

He thought of everything. An iUegitimate baby? He 
couldn't quite sell himself on that one-because there 
was a deep streak of courage and loyalty in Judy. She 
could never have brought herself to desert a child she 
bad brought into the world. Well, what then? 

Mistress to some very prominent man who had made 
her promise never to involve his name under any cir¬ 
cumstances? That made so much sense that he decided 
it must be the answer—and immediately the demons of 
jealousy started eating at him. Because that could only 
mean that her first loyalty was to this other man. 

He didn't want to dirty up his mind with these ugly 
suspicions. He didn't want to dirty up their mamage. 

That would be the end of everything. That really 
scared him most of all. He might spoil everything bo* 
tween them just because he couldn't keep his mouth 
shut. And that was the reason he had made several trips 
to Baltimore recently, Judy had kidded him about hav¬ 
ing a girl friend in Baltimore. Well, his girl friend was 
the bottle. He had found that an afternoon of serious 
drinking helped more than anything else. It seemed to 
relax his nerves, helped to drive the demons away. And 
he had learned while he was with the Marines to cany 
his liquor. He never got into brawls and ended up in 
jail. He never had to stagger back, puking drunk, into 
Judy's arms and bed. 

This was one of the days, this third of July, when the 
jealous demons were at him again. 

Since he was taking a day off, it angered him that Judy 
would not stay home with him. 

He had given m about her taking that job at the Jolly 
Roger, and he had tried to keep quiet about how much 
he disliked having his wife work as a waitress. She had 
pretended that it would be good for her, psychologically, 
to have a job she must go to for so many hours 



29 


EXMISTRESS 

day. Something aboot giving her a purpose and the 
discipline of regular hours to be kept, He had pretended 
to beKeve her. He hadn’t believed a word of it. 

He considered all of the “psychological angle” talk a 
lot of rot. 

He believed that one of the things she really wanted 
was die extra money. She knew that he was having hard 
sledding financially, and she never asked him for a cent 
outside of the regular household allowance. This angered 
liTTn vaguely. It added to his sense of defeat and 
failure. 

How could he teU? Maybe she was already getting 
bored and fed up with their marriage. Some (rf his 
friends had started to Idd him. They said that if Judy 
were tlieir wife, they'd be damned if they’d let her take 
a job which gave a lot of other guys such a good chance 
to try to start something with her. 

They said, still kidding him, that there was practically 
a stampede among the boys to get their seats at the Jolly 
Roger. They said that Lynn Groves’ luncheon trade had 
doubled since Judy had gone on the job. 

They said, *Tal, if I bad anything as nice as that, and 
aU my own, Td keep her under lock and key to make 
sure she stayed all my own.” 

He tried to take it as well-meant kidding. But all the 
tinie diat dark and dangerous suspicion was Rowing in 
his mind. It did not take long for his imagination to tie 
up the job with his doubts and wondering about her 
secret past. Maybe she had been one of those emotion¬ 
ally unstable girls who had had a long string of men, 
and that same instability now demand^ that she have 
more of the same. 

That day, after he had fixed his own lunch and eaten 
it, he thought of going to the ‘TT* for a swim. He decided 
that he didn't feel like going for a swim. He couldn't 
think of anything he did feel like doing. He went out to 
the small porch off the kitchen which he had screened 
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and turned into a land of workroom witli an office chair 
and his drawing-board set-up. On tlie board was the 
half-finished design for a randi-style house with soma 
innovations which would tag it a Faul Thompson design. 

He started at it for a few minutes. When he had 
started to work on it, a week before, he had been on fire 
with enthusiasm. Now he studied it, decided that it was 
no good, and with a laugh deep inside himself at the 
dead end toward which all of his efforts seemed headed, 
he ripped the design from the board and tore it to 
pieces. 

He went back inside and for the space of time it took 
him to smoke three cigarettes down to an ash, he paced 
up and down through the two rooms which were good- 
sized and airy—and suddenly seemed to Paul as confined 
as a chicken coop. 

They were furnished with several very beautiful an¬ 
tique pieces his mother had had no room for when she 
had given up their old home and moved into an apart¬ 
ment. In addition, Judy had done an excellent job of 
selecting the right drapery materials to create a gay, 
colorful atmosphere. What it added up to was a little 
suite with charm and grace plus touches of real beauty— 
but to Paul, in the mood that was growing in him, it 
looked like two old makeshift rooms filled with a lot of 
worm-eaten junk. He had never cared for antiques, any¬ 
way. He had got his bellyful of antiques as a kid in that 
dismal, cluttered old fourteen-room house which looked 
more like an antique shop than a home. 

He stopped his pacing to kick angrily at an old has¬ 
sock covered with a piece of cross-stitch work done by 
his grandmother. He was one great modem architect, 
he was. Couldn't make enough money to build a decent, 
modem home for his wife. No wonder Judy had got fed 
up hanging around this attic day in and day out. 

She had every right to feel that she could have done 
better for herself. 
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He gave the spindly-legged hassock anotlier angry 
lack which knocked off the leg that Had been wobbly 
for thirty years. That pleased him, because he had al^ 
ways hated that damn^ hassock. He hated that Shera¬ 
ton chair, too. Anolher little number with frail legs 
which shook like an old lady with palsy. So he stamped 
across the room, lifted the chair, and brought it down 
with all of his strength. He felt better. 

He knew he was acting like a drunk; so why not have 
a drink? He hurried out to the kitchen and investigated 
the top shelf of the closet where he kept his small liquor 
stock. He found a bottle with enough whiskey left in it 
for three or four good shots. 

He was working on his second shot when his mother 
arrived* 

She cmne m without the formality of knocking. When 
she discovered Paul in the kitchen with a bottle at his 
mouth she looked very much disturbed. It was her firm 
conviction that there must be something radically 
wrong, if Paul was taking to solitary drinkmg m the 
middle of the day. She also had her own opinion of 
exactly what was wrong. 

She decided to approach the problem obliquely, and 
she gave her characteristic fluttery laugh which went so 
well with her appearance. It was completely deceptive, 
Graces feet were always on solid ground, and much of 
her garrulous chatter was simply a cloak to conceal her 
shrewd, purposeful thinking. 

She said that she hoped she hadn^t driven Paul to 
drink with their friendly little argument the evening 
before. After all, she had not intended to offend dear 
Judy with her insistence on the picnic—and Judy’s ob¬ 
ligation to go. 

But there was such a thing as a wife’s obligation to 
fit in with her husband’s friends and their arrangements 
for ftm and relaxation. No doubt Judy felt that, aside 
from doing the cooking and housekeeping and pleasing 
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Paul as a wife, she should be free to do only the things 
that would please herself. Such as taking that unfor¬ 
tunate job which, in Grace’s opini^ was^ most unsuit- 
able. It certainly was no help in adding to Paul s 
stature and dignity as a professional man. Especially 
when it gave rise to so much unfortimate talk, about 
dear Judy’s being just a little too free and easy with the 

It was most likely, Grace realized, that Paul had en¬ 
couraged Judy in her more or less—well, call it noncon¬ 
formity. Young bridegrooms were so often like that. If 
a girl pleased them in bed, they were perfectly satisfied 
to let her have her way about everytliing else. 

Infatuated boys seemed to feel that nothing else was 

important. 

“The day will come,” Grace warned, striking a slightly 
more vulgar note than was characteristic of her, “when 
the novelty of taking that girl to bed whenever you feel 
like it will wear off. You may not believe this, Paul dear, 
but in the natural course of events men do get bored 
with making carnal love to their pretty young wives. 

They really do. I know how it was with your dear, 
sainted father. At the start, he was so amorous—weU, 
it was a little frightening. It did not seem altogether 
nice. Even between husband and wife. But by the end 
of five years, believe it or not, it had all worn off. And 
Grace gave a fluttery, self-conscious laugh before she 
added: “And then, I was the one who had to remind 
him.” 

That was when Paul cut loose and told his mother 
where to head in. 

He told her that, goddammit, he was sick of hearing 
about the goddam picnic. Judy had agreed to go, hadn’t 
she? Well, that settled it, goddammit. He didn’t want to 
bear any more about it. Keep her tongue off Judy. Or 
by God, he’d take Judy and get out of this town and 
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that would he the last simd sea of him. Was that 
perfectly dear? 

Grace said, ^'AU right, all right. But you re acting like 
a very stupid boy. You married a girl you didn't know 
anything about, and now you re letting her behave as 
she pleases. She's antagonizing the very people who 
could throw you a lot of nice business if they wanted to. 
And where do you think it will end up? It will end up 
with your having no business, that's where. YouTl have 
to go to work for somebody else. And after aU the 
sacrifices I made for you—" 

“I don't want to hear any more about it," Paul said 
hotly, *1 Ve warned you for the last time. Judy is my 
wife, I won't stand for any goddam dirty slurs about her. 
Not even from you." 

That shut his mother up, at least temporarily. She took 
refuge in tears—and the remark that, God knows, she'd 
done her best to be a loving mother to Judy, Always 
trying to show her real affection. Always trying to do 
the little, thoughtful things— 

“Beefing about her to me, every chance you get You 
think she isn't wise to the way you really feel about her? 
Oh, sure. You palaver over her to her face—but your 
little axe shows, mother. You just aren't clever enough 
to hide it." 

Grace was still crying; her tears had taken on the 
mournful, reproachful note peculiar to the unappreciated 
mothers of adored only sons. They had gone into the 
living room and Grace was on the sofa. She opened her 
bag to get out her handkerchief to dry her eyes. The 
handkerchief was wrapped around the HtUe box from 
Carters, 

She opened it and held it out for Paul to see the pair 
of novelty earrings. “Do you think that Judy will like 
these?” she said. 

Grace often made these little gestures. After an acri¬ 
monious argument with Judy, she would return the next 
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day with a gift. It was her way of saying that she had 
talked too mudi—that she did want to be friends with 
Paul’s wife, 

“Mother, yotiTe a funny one,** Paul said, and he 
grinned, “You talk about Judy as if you’d like to poison 
her or something. Then you turn around and spend 
money you can’t afford on some trinket that will please 
her. It’s hard to make you out, old girl/’ 

He walked over and patted her shoulder, and Grace 
smiled up at him through her tears, 

Grace rose, saying that she must be going. She had a 
lot of fixing to do for the picnic. Sandwiches to make, a 
cake to b^e. She put the little jeweliy box in Pauls 
hand with the suggestion that he hidie it away in Judy’s 
dresser drawer or wherever she kept personal things. 
When she found it, by accident, it would come as a 
nice surprise. ^ 

Wanting to send his mother away in a good humor, 
Paul agre^. Ha thought the surprise angle rather silly, 
and he knew that Judy had what amounted to a phobia 
about privacy. She had told him once about having to 
share a room with three cousins when she was a young¬ 
ster. She had never had so much as a small drawer with 
a lock and key where she could keep her own things. 
Her first letters from a boy, powder, lipstick, the book 
of passionate love lyrics which had caught her fancy 
when she was passing into the first stages of girl- 
womanhood, even the diary she had started the day 
before she was thirteen and the day after she had been 
kissed by a boy and felt sudi strange, peculiar stirrings 
all through her—all had been public domain. Her cousins 
helped themselves to the powder and makeup, and 
laughed and jeered at the letters and the diary. And one 
of them, a little prig and trouble-maker, had read all 
about the beauty and wonder of Judy's first kiss and 
gone yipping to her mother that Judy was a bad girl 
and going to have a baby- 
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Paul knew all this. He had kept hands off the antique 
bureau where Judy kept her gowns and nylons and 
undies in the lower drawers, her jewelry and letters in 
the small drawers on eith^ side of die swinging mirror. 
Occasionally he had kidded her about keeping those 
small drawers locked. ^What the hell do you keep locked 
up in there?” he had grinned. ^Letters from your lover?” 

“You know where the key is,” Judy had retorted. ^'Why 
don't you take a look and find out?” 

Now he found the key and he opened the small 
drawer on the left of the mirror. 

That was the one where Judy kept her engagement 
ring (bought the week after their marriage)j Ae garnet 
necklace, a family heirloom Grace had given her and 
which Judy said she was saving to wear when she was 
an old lady and out to catch her fourth husband; and 
the fairly elaborate collection of costume jewelry which 
Paul always referred to as |unk~only on Judy it looked 
wonderful. 

Well, it was all there. The necklaces and the earrings 
and the bracelets and the clips. He grinned at the glit¬ 
tering heap, wondering why a girl who was plenty nice 
enough to have traded in her development for diamonds 
and plenty of them, could get such a kick out of this 
collection of gaudy, phony trinkets. And then he was 
looking at something which was gaudy but certainly 
not phony. 

He was looking at a diamond bracdet. He couldn't 
believe it. He didb't want to believe it. But there it was. 
The land of flashy, showy trinket a man buys for the 
kind of girl whose favors are easily available at a price. 

As he slammed the drawer shut, Paul felt all of the 
shuddering impact of a great personal catastrophe. He 
wished to God he had never opened that damned 
drawer. He wished his mother had never brought those 
danmed earrings. He decided that when Judy came 
home he would make it short and grim. He would give 
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her exactly thirty mmtites to pack her clothes and get 

out. 

Then he decided on another plan. He would throw a 
few things in a bag and walk out His car was down at 
die curb. In thirty minutes he could be out of town, in 
an hour or so he could be well on his way to New York; 
and after Judy finally woke up to the fact that he was 
gone ilnd was not coming back, she could go into the 
diamond business on a wholesale basis. Which was 
probably what the witch was really cut out for. 

What he really did was to go back to the kitchen and 
renew operations on tiie whiskey bottle. When it was 
empty, he hurled it at the wall above the stove. He 
watched the spraying glass. Some of it settled on the gas 
burners. Then he found a fresh bottle, extracted the cork 
with his teeth, and went to work on it 


CHAPTER FIVE 


The thunder storm came up and he drank his way 
straight through it 

He told himself, between drinks, that he was married 
to a two-timing trollop, and that was all there was to it 

He told himself that he was just another poor sucker 
who had been forced to go too long without a woman 
and the net result of that was the same old story. 

When he got back from doing his stretch in a dirty 
war that wasn't a war, fighting alongside of thousands 
of other poor bastards in that dirty, stinking hell where 
they couldn't win, couldn't lose, and couldn't get ouf^ 
he had been reduced for the time being to sheer animaL 
That was inevitable. That was what war did to a man. 
Off went the thin veneer of civilization; back he went to 
the laws of the jungle; and for a time after he came out 
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his whole being was simply a vast reservoir of physical 
needs and appetites which demanded satisfac±ion. 

He wanted to get his body sciubbed clean of the 
grime and the dirt And until that matter was attended 
to» a good hot bath seemed the most important thing m 
the world. 

Then fresh, clean linen* 

Then a good meal with good service in a good res¬ 
taurant, with nicely dressed people around him. Not 
simply some chow dished up and pushed at hint as to 
one df a herd of animals. 

And then, when these little matters were attended to, 
then for the Big Event Then for the featured attraction 
which these lesser details had been leading up to. 

Because by that time the whole of him was just one 
great, throbbing, aching muscle which demanded a 
beautiful, hot-blooded girl who understood exactly what 
he needed and wanted, and was willing to be generous 
about giving it to him. 

Well, that part was okay. 

That was perfectly okay—it would have been okay 
and no harm done—if only he had kept it simple. But 
that was where the woman-starved suckers like himself 
made their great mistake. That had been his mistake. 
Having come on a pretty doll who filled the bill, he had 
alloweii his mind to play a terrible trick on him. The 
minute he found Judy, with her juicy lips and those 
unfathomable depths in her eyes, his mind started work¬ 
ing overtime about love, romance, and forever and ever 
marriage. That complicated everything. That took the 
controls of his life out of his own hands. He lost the 
ability to use his judgment and his head and the most 
astonishing part about the whole business was that it 
had taken him a whole year to wake up to the fact that 
he'd been taken. 

Suddenly he found himself sobbing deep in his throat. 
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he felt the stinging tears hot in his eyes. He did not 
know why he cried. 

Maybe for himself. Maybe for all of the dopes like 
himself who married a girl because they called it love 
and ultimately found themselves tied, not to a wife, but 
to an unholy, incurable obsession in their own blood. 

He just wanted her. And opening a drawer which 
turned up evidence to prove that she was just another 
two-timing hussy didnT make a bit of difference. 

Damn her to heU! His lungs exploded with the curse. 
He expanded his chest and took another drink. He threw 
back his head to allow the fiery liquor to trickle slowly 
down his throat. 

Then he heard the front door open. 

He knew that it was Judy, He knew tiiat when she 
heard sounds from the Idtch^ she would wonder why 
he didn't call to her. 

Well, let her wonder. And when she came out here 
into the kitchen, she could do some more wondering. 
She would catch on fast that something was wrong, but 
he'd be damned if he'd give hear the satisfaction (rf telling 
her what it was, 

No use giving her the chan^ to feed him some quick, 
glib lies. I know shell lie to me, he thought And if I 
give her the chance to do it, IT fall for whatever she 
tells me* 

Because Fd believe anything that would let me think 
everything was all right Because I want to. Because I 
want her, the way a man wants a drug he s become a 
slave to—and because, God help me, I'd rather have her, 
double-crossing and all, than have to get along without 
her. 

Then Judy was standing in the doorway. He knew 
that she was there b^ore he put down the bottle to 
turn and look at her. She was smiling at him. Then her 
eyes went past him and took in the shattered glass that 
was all over the top of the stove. Her eyes moved again. 
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coming back to the bottle which Paul was still holding 
in his shakuag hand* Then they moved up to his own 
eyes and dug in, asking the questions which he knew 
were going through her mind. 

She knew that he drank occasionally and that he was 
rather gifted at carrying his liquor. But he was not a 
lush, and he bad never put on a performance like this 
before. Staggering around his own kitchen with his red 
hair wild, his hands unsteady, his face drawn like 
that of a man who'd been on a week s debauch. 

‘T^ou broke my hassock,” she said finally. “And you 
knew how I loved it. Why did you do that?” 

“I was sick of that piece of junk," His voice was 
savage. “It was always in the way. It was just a matter 
of time until somebody stumbled over it and did real 
damage” 

She seemed to understand right away that he was 
hurling some kind of a secret threat at her. She came 
slowly toward him and, when she was close enough to 
put out her hand and touch him, she said quietly, “What s 
wrong, Paul? What s the matter? What have I done?” 

He set down the bottle on the enameled kitchen table. 
TThen he lifted his arm, he could feel the need for violence 
crawling down into his clenched fist, and for a minute 
he thought that he was going to strike her. 

Judy seemed to think so, too. But she made no effort 
to move away from him. She just stood there, watching 
him, waiting for whatever he was going to say or do. 

“What have I done to make you so angry with me?” 
she repeated. 

Already her own min d was crawling with worries and 
fear. Had Eddie been talking to more people than 
Frank Kinney? Had some of his dirty, mahcious insinuE" 
tions already reached Pauls ears? 

She continued to wait until Paul let her have the 
whole story in a few simple words. 

“Who the hell is giving you diamond bracelets?” 
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Her answer, when it came, was not precisely what he 
had expected. “Who gave you the right to go snooping 
into my personal possessions?*' 

"I'm your husband. Have you forgotten that?** 

“I haven't forgotten anything.** 

“Well, then. A husband is supposed to have a few 
rights—or didn't you fcaow that? One of hJs rights is 
exclusive possession of his wife's person and favors— 
as long as he wants it that way “ 

“Are you accusing me of having a lover?" 

“Yes," Paul said loudly. “That's exactly what Tm 
accusing you of. What have you got to say about it?” 

“That it's a lie. That's aU." 

“You're the liar. Do you think Im such a fool about 
you that I'll swallow anything?” 

He went on and on a^ut it 

He mentioned three or four wealthy men in town 
who were known to be chasers, and he accused her of 
being the mistress of each and aD of them. Recently she 
had taken the bus to Washington for a da/s shopping. 
He tied that up in a litde package with the bracelet 
No doubt she had “earned'' it on that trip. Nice pay 
for a day's worl^ he had to admit. But then, she did very 
good work in that particular field. Excellent work as a 
matter of fact. Wasn't he, hear husband, the guy who 
ought to know? 

Judy took it for several minutes, not saying a word. 
Once she opened her bag to get a cigarette. She found 
that her case was empty and she walked aimlessly 
around the kitchen, looking here and there. She usually 
had a pack out here somewhere. She couldn't find one. 
She picked up a glass to get a drink of water. There 
was a smear of purplish hpstick on the rim of the glass. 
She never used purplish lipstick. 

She turned and gazed at Paul who was still sounding 
off. 

"Why don't you say something?” he demanded. “If 
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there’s any explanation for yotir having valuable jewelry 
hidden away, why don’t you say so? Why don’t you 
say whether you’ve got some guy on the side—or whether 
you haven’tF^ 

Judy was standing by the sink, still bolding the glass 
in her hand. What she said was: Tfour mother was here 
today. Wasn’t she?” 

Her finger traced the purplish lipstick on the rim. 

Paul said that he preferred to leave his mother out 
of this. 

His mother had nothing whatever to do with what he 
was talking about 

Judy said that she preferred not to leave Ms mother 
out of it And she wasn’t so sure his mother’is finp hand 
wasn’t at work somewhere. How come Be had gone into 
the locked drawer where she kept her trinkets^’latoyway? 
He hadn’t explained that Htde angle. So i^xplained 
it. By the time he had finished, Judy’s anger had flared 
and climbed into high. 

She had finally located a cigarette. She took several 
rapid puffs before she announced that she was sick and 
fed up with this whole deal. One way or another, Grace 
managed to make trouble every time she set foot in 
this apartment. It was as if she c^ied a virus designed 
to poison Paul’s mind against Judy. Every time she 
came near the place she infect^ Paul with it. 

Even when Grace s intentlDns were perfectly good, 
it happened. Like today. Say Paul was giving it to her 
straight. Say that Grace simply dropped in to bring 
Judy a little gift All out of love, devotion, and the good¬ 
ness of her heart. Admit all that 

So how did it turn out? 

It turned out with Paul turning snoop. And as usually 
happened with snoopers, he struck what his suspicious, 
jealous mind immediately told him was pay dirt. 

**So now youVe worked it out that I’m the mistress of 
half the wolves in this town ” 
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He denied that “I didn’t say anything of tlie sort,” 
he shouted. “If I did, it was because I’m so insanely 
jealous I don’t what the hell I am saying.” 

He walked over to her, attempting to lay his hand 
on her. 

She pushed his hand away, "Tlease don*t touch me. 
Not after the things you just said.” 

“Don t push me away, baby. Listen, You know the 
way I feel about you—always have—it s never been al¬ 
together normal—I'm too goddam nuts about you. When 
I think of some other guy having you—of me thinking 
you belong altogether to me, and il the time Tm sharing 
you with some bu 23 ard—maybe him having you in the 
afternoon, right before I come home—well, it drives 
me nuts. That's all. I'm just not responsible for what I 
think or say, it drives me right ofi my rocker.” 

"That's too bad,” Judy looked at him coldly. “Because 
it's driving me out of your bed, your house, and your 
life, Tm leaving.” 

She turned her back on him. At the door she paused 
and said, without looking at him: "I told you I had a 
little case history which was locked up in the secret 
files. That bracelet is part of it, I had it long before 
I married you, IVe never worn it because it's too flashy 
and I don't like it. But it's valuable. I can always pawn 
it for two or three hiindred dollars. I know, because 
IVe done it I was planning to do it again—to buy you 
a birthday gift. But I'll use it for train fare instead.” 

Paul tried to keep the alarm and the fear out of his 
voice, 

“Train fare to where? Where do you think youre 
going?” 

She turned her eyes back to him then, and he had a 
momentary glimpse of the lost, desolate hopelessness on 
her tear-streaked face. 

“I don't know where I'm going,” she said. "But I'm 
nsed to that IVe never known where I was going—but 
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where I end up is usually in hell. Of one sort or another.” 

He walked over to her and caught her shoulders. 
“Listen,” he said. “You just listen to me, baby. You aren’t 
going anywhere. Understand? You’re staying right here. 
So maybe I talked out of turn. Well, I had my reasons. 
You’ve got to admit, baby, I had every right to be good 
and sore. But well get this straightened out. Now you 
come back here and have a drink. I’ll have another 
drink with you. Then we’ll talk this matter over like 
two civilized, intelligent people who dont intend to let 
a little misimderstanding louse up their marriage. Now 
come on.” 

She shook hw head slowly. “Our marriage was loused 
up before it ever started, Paul. That’s the real trouble.” 
Then she jerked away from his hands and wmt on into 
the bedroom. 


CHAPTER SIX 

Judy slammed the door shut behind her with her foot 
and walked straight over to the mirror. 'The whole day 
long, she had we^ed from one crisis to another. Added 
together, they totaled debacle. 

Well, she had lost the gamble and now she knew it. 

She couldn’t see any other answer. With Eddie O’Rourk 
on her tad—and that very fact sending her, throu^ sheer 
desperation, headlong toward an iUidt assignation with 
Frank Kinney—and Paul picking this particular day and 
hour and moment to go into high gear with his ugly, 
raging, jealous suspicions—well, what chance did she 
have? 

The hell with trying to play it fair and square and on 
the level. It all got down to what a gambler had told 
her one night in a bar in New Orleans. 
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*When luck is runaing your way,** said the gambler^ 
"just play it for all it*s worth. Ride with it, sister. Ride 
toUh it See what I mean? But when luck is nmniug 
against you—** He shook his head. “You haven*t got a 
chance. No matter how you play it, youTl lose. And if 
you want to call that a gamblers superstition, okay. Go 
ahead. Call it diat I am a gambler—auad Im telling 
you, sister, when you sense that Lady Luck has turned 
her back cm you, lay off.** 

She wished that she*d asked the gambler what you 
did in a case like hers, with luck running against you 
from start to finish. 

She lit a cigarette and through the blur of smoke 
she stared mto the mirror. She spoke silently to the 
mirror. "Well, here you are—and in all honesty, you 
don t show ihe da/s wear and tear as much as I might 
have eiqpected. And here's something to remember, paL 
After what youVe lived through in your time, you can 
probably live through anything. If you and Paul are 
washed up, then okay. You're washed up. And maybe 
all this that just happened with him—maybe it*s as good 
a solution as any. It gives you a very good excuse to 
walk out on him. Onoe you do that, everything else is 
fairly simple ” 

Heavens, yes. 

After that, eveiything would be so simple that it 
would be laughable. She could see the scowl on Eddie's 
fat, piggish face when he discovered that she was 
gone, destination unknown. 

And poor Frank, who, she hadb’t a doubt, had lost his 
appetite and his banker's aplomb while he shivered and 
shook in jittery antidpation of the first big thrill of his 
life. It was going to be hard on old Frank. She felt a 
little sorry for him, really. She felt a little sorry for 
anyone who had spent his best years doing the right 
thing, earning the respect of the whole community. 
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only to end up hy wishing, when it was too late, tibat 
he had settled for being a heller. 

She stubbed out her dgarelte and picked up her 
lipstick. She worked the lipstick over her mouth, con¬ 
sidered the effect in a hand mirror, decided it was a 
lousy job. She wiped her mouth clean and started over. 
Oh, it was no use pretending to be so philosophical about 
it. The thought t^t she and Paul had reached the end 
of the line together had her completely staggered. 

She understood perfectly why die was playtog around 
with the mirror and the lipstick when she didn't give a 
damn how she looked or if she never saw a lipstick 
again in her life. She was ready to weep with fury, with 
desolation, with misery, with heartbreak ov^ the break¬ 
up of the one altogether lovely thing that had ever 
happened to her. But she did not wmt to give up to 
tears. 

She was trying to forget the spasms of pain which 
kept recuning and were like the stab of a dagger 
directed straight at her heart. Because if she let her mind 
recognize the pain and think about it, she would scream 
out against her heart's agony. Once the screams started, 
she would never be able to control herself. And then 
Paul would hear her and come. 

She did not want him to come. 

She did not want him to feel sorry for her. 

She wished that there were some way she could get 
a few things into a bag, and sneak out of the apartment 
without having to see him again. That would be die best 
way. 

So she played with her lipstick and with brushmg 
her hair until she felt steady enough to go on with what 
she had to do. Then she took off her dress. She went 
into the bathroom and took a quick shower. She came 
back into the bedroom and put on fresh step-ins and a 
pink satin bra. Then she went to the closet and got out 
one of her bags. One would be enough. She did not 
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plan to take all her clothes, or even half of thenL Just 
enough to do her for a short while. Every suit, every 
pretty dress which hung in the closet, held memories of 
the times and places she had worn them for Paul, Once 
she was gone, the big idea would be to kill die memories 
along with the pain they were bound to arouse. 

Her bag was nearly padced wh©a Paul came into the 
room. 

He stood by the door for a moment, just looking at 
her. 

He looked at her as any young, hot-blooded man 
looks at the girl who has been his lover for a year, with 
the good passionate wonder of it never dimi n is h ing, just 
getting better and better all die time until she has be¬ 
come a fever in his blood as well as a mate. 

Finally he walked slowly across the room to the bed 
where she had the bag lying open, her things neady 
arranged in it. He picked the bag up, turned it upside 
down. Clothes and shoes and nylons and costume 
jewelry scattered on the floor. 

Judy was coUecting her toilet articles from the bureau 
top. 

She turned and stared at him. 

'*Why did you do that?” 

He mutter^ that she knew damned well why he had 
done it. 

Then he strode around the bed, and when he was close 
enough to reach out and grab her bared shoulders, he 
pulled her close to him. He scowled down at her in 
anger that was partly the fear of losing her, partly a 
rage turned inward on his passionate need for her which 
be had no way to fight 

He had never intended to let any woman, wife or 
otherwise, get such a complete strangle-hold on his 
emotional and sensual needs that to lose her would be 
like losing part of himself. But that was the way it was. 
If he lost her, he would never feel altogether alive again* 
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"You aren’t going anywhere * he said. “If you think 
ni let you walk out on me, you're crazy. I couldn’t get 
along without you and I wouldn’t want to. Can’t you 
understand that?*' 

She reminded him that he wasn't maldng a bit of 
sense* It was only a matter of minutes since he had 
thrown all of the names in the book at her. He reminded 
her that he had tried to explain the peculiar frame of 
mind he was in. He had tried to apologize. Did she want 
him to apologize some more? Did she want him to get 
down on his knees and grovel? 

She laughed a little, and it sounded like the soft gurgle 
of tears. She fried to push his hands away from her, 
“Listen, Paul. Now I want you to listen to me. You 
were dead wrong about the bracelet So help me^ no 
other man has touched me since the day I married you. 
But there were things that happened before that There 
was a doud over my past—and I told you so. You said 
it wouldn't make any difference, and I believed you. But 
we were both wrong. You keep wondering what it is 
that I can’t tell you, Fve seen the wondering in your 
eyes—and it shows more and more as time goes on. You 
don't really trust me—and thats why you went into such 
a rag© over that bracelet. You'll never really trust me. 
And in the end it s bound to destroy everything. So why 
not call it a day right now—and get the agony over 
with?" 

For answer, he caught her up in his arms and carried 
her across the room to the bed. 

He put her down, and then he stretched himself in a 
half lying position beside her. For a moment he con¬ 
tented himself with simply stroking the shiny mass of 
her dark hair while he filled his eyes with the sight of 
her. He looked into the midnight blue of her eyes with 
their long lashes, very long lashes. He leaned over to 
kiss the moist, ripe fullness of her lips. Then he ran 
his lips down her throat, and across the satiny fiesh 
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below her throat until finally they came to rest for a 
moment against the mouth of her breast- Once, a deep> 
violent shudd^ ran through her and he could feel her 
tremble- It was the only sign that she gave of any 
response to what he was doing to hen Otlierwise she lay 
as still and passive as a doll, and her eyes were very 
still, giving nothing away* 

After a while he began to talk to her, tenderly and 
gently. He tried to tell her how he felt about her and 
always had. He tried to make her understand that his 
jealous anger was simply one facet of his love. She 
closed her eyes while he was talking, and he had no way 
of telling whether she was listening to him. She opened 
her eyes wide to him, and he saw tliat they were swim- 
ing in tears. Then she lifted her arms to hold him close 
for a minute and she whispered: "Paul, no matter what, 
I want you to believe one thing. I do love you, I always 
have, and I only wish to God I could have been alt of 
the things you desire in a woman,*^ 

"You are,” he whispered tliickly. "My darling, you are ” 
She wagged her head slowly from side to side. “No, 
I'm not Through no fault of mine, the cards were stacked 
against me^Iong before you knew me. Our marriage 
never had a real chance—and in my heart I always knew 
it.” She shook her head desolately again. “The hidden 
thing, the thing IVe never told you, was like a gun 
pointed at us. Marriage has to be everything, or nothing, 
darling. And it can’t be everything—when there’s a solid 
wall hiding something that happened when a girl was 
very young—and completely defenseless ” 

*'We can break down the wall,” and she knew what 
he meant. 

She shook her head again. "No* Never, 111 never teU 
you, darling, there’s no use in asking me to. I’m per¬ 
fectly willing to walk out of your life, but there are 
things I won’t talk about. Not ever. 

"You promised once that you’d never ask me. Now 
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you are asking me. Why? Because you can’t help it, that’s 
why. Because youVe human, and you’re a man* Be¬ 
cause—” She gave a small groan and closed her eyes 
against his eyes, and against the si^t of his lean, beauti¬ 
ful man’s body bending over her* 

“Because your body is in love with me—and half the 
time your mind is hating me. Because you don’t trust 
me. You never will It’s like a war going on inside your¬ 
self, You think if you could find out what my secret is, 
it would settle it one way or the other. But it wouldn’t. 
It wouldn’t settle anything. And anyway, Im not going 
to tell you.” 

His eyes, which had never left her face while she was 
talking, slowly filled with tears. The tenderness he felt 
toward her seemed as giant a thing as the demanding 
lust of his flesh, and his heart throbbed vrith the pain (rf 
it. “I’ll never mention it again,” he swore softly. “Well 
let it rest I promise.” 

“You promised once before” 

“This time Ill keep my promise.” 

“No ” She shook her head slowly* “Youll keep coming 
back to it You won’t be able to help yourself ” 

She opened her eyes again, and the life seemed to 
have gone out of them. “It's no use, Paul. I tell you, it’s 
no use* What you really want is to keep me until your 
flesh stops tormenting you with wanting me. Then you’U 
be free to go on to somebody else. Then youll be free 
to kick me out without it giving you a bad time. Well, 
I don’t want to wait until youre through with me. I’d 
rather go now, and I’m going.” 

She tried to sit up, to move away from his hands which 
were still gripping her firmly. 

His hands tightened. He was not going to let her 
move, not just yet. He said that 

She had spoken in such a strangely detached tone, 
and now another awful suspicion took hold of him. 
Maybe she was bored and fed up with him. Maybe that 


j 
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was what the packed bag^ her readiness to make this 
issue an excuse to waBc out, the gomg~away-from-him 
look he saw in her eyes^ and then her refusal to look at 
him at all—maybe that was what all of it added up to* 
He couldn't hide the rage. It burned m his eyes and 
his hands shook with it as they clamped her wrists. “If 
you re sick of me, why don't you say so? If you're itching 
to get back in the business of collecting fancy bracelets 
that are good for several hundred bucks in a pawn shop, 
why don't you come right out and admit it? I haven't 
done very much for you in the way of providing the plush 
trimmings. I admit that But I did marry you. IVe paid 
your rent and bought your food, I've done the best I 
could, God knows. I think that entitles me to a little 
honesty. If you're fed up, just say so. Then fll know 
where I stand." 

Now Judy was lying as still as a limp doll* She had 
stopped trying to resist the pressure of his working 
han^, but neither did she show any response. Her lips 
scarcely moved as she said, Tm not fed up. That's a Ue," 
“Then for what reason do you want to break things 
up all of a sudden? We had a little quarrel. I blew my 
top and IVe smd that Tm sorry. V^hat more do you 
want?” 

“I don't want anything more. I just want to go, that's 
all. I just think it's time to call it a day.” 

“Why? What else has changed? Nothing. Everything 
else is exactly the same as it was before," 

Her eyes looked full into his, but she didn't say a 
word, 

Then her eyes went past him, and rested on the maple 
tree which spread its branches outside the window and 
filled the room with shade* 

“Why don't you say something?" he demandedL “Why 
don't you tell me what you're thinking?" 

She smiled vaguely, but still said nothing. 

She wondered what he would have to say if she were 
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to tell him about the fears and the dread which were 
running through her mind lihe muddy water running 
down hill. 

Suppose she were to say to him, there s a man whos 
just mme to town. He's a racketeer of the dirtiest sort, 
and he knows all about that time in my past which you 
don't know about. There was a time when I became his 
mistress in order to survive, I ran away as soon as I had 
enough money to go, I ran fiftem hundred miles, and I 
took a new name, I cut completely away from my old 
life and everyone I ever knew, I thought that ought to 
do it* I thought he would never be able to find me. But 
now I know different. There's no getting away from that 
kind of a skunk. So now he's caught up with me, and 
he wants me back, I have my orders to meet him tomor¬ 
row, and I know what will happen. Hell give me my 
choice. Come back to his bed as a wanton—or take the 
consequences. The consequences will be that this hick 
town will soon be treated to the harrowing story of how 
you were roped in by a tart who once went on trial for 
murdering the sweetheart she had tired of* At the trial 
I was examined by two sets of psychiatrists, and the 
ones that the defense lawyer brought in—my lawyer— 
were very kind to me. They said I seemed to be a nice, 
normal emotionally adjusted girl and really not capable 
of the crime I was accused of. But of course, they were 
being paid to say nice things. And the psycliiatrists on 
the other side, the ones for the state who, according to 
the fine, upstanding district attorney, had no ax to 
grind—they said that I showed definite homicidal ten¬ 
dencies, They said these tendencies sprang from a deep, 
violent hatred of society. They said that this hatred of 
society was the result of a childhood when I was starved 
for love—and no love was forthcoming. And the net 
result, according to them, was that I'd be a potential 
murderess as long as I lived. Wouldn't this town chip 
its teeth over that little morsel Oh, wouldn't itl WeU, 
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there you are, Paul. That's just a part of what Tm think¬ 
ing about—and how do you Hke it? 

She wished that she had the courage to say all that 
to him, and get it over with. 

In a way, it would be a vast relief. Because then the 
long, agonizing inner struggle would be over, The 
hoping against hope that she could be free and safe 
from the past, that everything would be all right 

But the trouble was—she um stiU hoping. 

Hoping for a miracle. Even though she fcaew that 
there were no miracles. 

Her continued silence finally drove him beside him¬ 
self, and she could teU it even before his h^ds began 
to move over her. She could tell by his flushed face and 
his inflamed, glazed eyes which looked ready to burst 
out of their sockets. He began to curse softly. “You don't 
want me any more” he kept muttering. T don't care 
what you say or try to pretend, that's the real truth of it 
That's why youre so ready to break up. Well, okay. If 
that's the way you feel about it, okay. But so help me. 
I'm going to have one last time to remember. And I'll 
give you something to remember, too. You can't stop 
me. You just try to stop me, and see how far you get.” 

Then she saw his eyes. There was a touch of madness 
in them. They looked enormous as his face came closer 
and closer to her, 

Her own eyes, suddenly tear-filled, looked up into his. 

They seemed to be pleading with him. They seemed 
to be saying, as she felt his hands, rough and insistent, 
moving over her body: Please donH do this to me. Please 
don't spoil everything, now at the end. You don't under¬ 
stand what you're doing. Really you don't 

For the space of two or three seconds, her look 
seemed to get through to his heart. There was complete 
silence. He kneeled over her, motionless and silent, 
watching the tears brim over and roll down her cheeks. 
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The pain that was inside her seemed to project itself 
into him, and both of them sufiered with it. 

Then she saw his face harden back into lustful deter¬ 
mination. 

It was the look of a man who oould have ripped her 
open with his lust—and with anger because she had 
almost got around him with her tearful little act. How 
big a fool did she take him for? He was her husband. 
He was a man who had his rights and he meant to 
show her what those rights were. Even if it was for 
the last time, he*d show her. 

This she resisted. 

She knew all about the rough stuff. She had learned 
from an expert, Mr. Eddie O'Bourk. She did not wel¬ 
come being pushed around, the way some girls wouldi 
she did not need a spanJdng or a mauling to wake her 
to passion. She was healthy. All she needed was tender¬ 
ness and love. A little genuine love could go a long way 
with Judy—it could evoke from her a throbbing respon¬ 
siveness, a warm and deep cooperation, of the kind that 
could drive a man wild with delight. 

But Paul, at the moment, did not see it that way. He 
considered it virtually his duty to humiliate her, to 
force her, just to prove to himself and to her that he 
was a mam 

He tore the clothes from her. When she tried to 
evade his thrust for her, he seized her squiniung body, 
threw her brutally to the floor. She attempted to crawl 
away. He flung him self upon her, bearing her down, and 
rocked her with stinging slaps to her pink cheete. She 
cried out with the pam, but would not yield—enraging 
him so that he jumped to his feet and aimed a reckless 
kick at her. She rolled, escaping the swinging foot, 
whereupon he caught her up in his arms and flung her 
to the bed. She writhed and struggled but his weight 
pinned her fast as he busied.himself with her lips, her 
cor^ breasts, her creamy thigh flesh. And bis blows 
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kept raining down on her until she screamed for mercy* 

“All right, then,” he grunted savagely. “Hold still, 
dammit. Hold stilll” 

After that, she felt only the curious, naked pain of 
having lost the man she loved, the man who had loved 
her. Because this was not love he was giving her. This 
brutal, savage assault on flesh, which lay limp and un¬ 
responsive, was not love. It was closer to hate. And when 
it was all over, she had the strange, miserable feeling 
that he had murdered every lovely hour they had ever 
known together* 

She lay for a moment with her eyes closed, saying 
nothing, not making a move. She was aware that he got 
up from the bed. She heard him walk out of the room, 
heard liiTn come back and say in a low, unhappy voice: 
“I went to get us some brandy. Sit up and have a snort, 
honey. Please ” 

Still she said nothing. She could feel him standing 
beside the bed, staring down at her. Presently he leaned 
over her and said in a begging, wistful voice, “Kiss me, 
baby.” 

She did not resist his Hss, but her lips were cold, un¬ 
responsive. When he asked her again to sit up and have 
a (hink, she shook her head. “I don't want a drink. I just 
want to lie here a minute. I just want to be let alone.” 

She felt the bed give, and she knew that he was sit¬ 
ting there drinking by himself. She wondered if he had 
the slightest idea what he had done. She had been lying 
there thinking about it. Trying to remember how 
different eveiy^ing had been on their wedding night, 
when he had been the gentlest and tenderest of lovers* 
But as soon as it began to come back to her, she realized 
that she did not want to remember. Because it was re¬ 
volting to compare that passionate ecstasy with what 
had just happened. It was awful to understand that 
now her body meant no more to him than the body of 
a cheap whore* 
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Some moments later she got up from the bed, and 
began to move around the room. She repacked her bag. 
She put on a dress. She went over to the bureau to re-do 
her mouth and her hair* She stopped once to light a 
cigarette and take a few drags on it. Then she went 
back to arranging her hair. She had nothing to say to 
Paul. For all the attention she paid to him, she might 
have been alone in the room. 

Through the mirror she could see him sipping his 
brandy and smoking a cigarette. She could see him 
watching her, and his face looked grooved with misery* 

When she was all ready, she waUced toward him and 
said in an expressionless voice, ‘IVe changed my plans. 
Fm not leaving town just yet, after all* I'm going to 
take a room at the hotel.” 

"Oh?'' Paul's face looked blank, then it brightened a 
trifle* "Well, that's not a bad idea, at that I know 
you're good and sore at me, Judy. But after youVe 
calmed down, well have a talk Maybe a little vacation 
from each other will be a good thing. But youTl be 
coming home again. Don't you ever think you won't.” 

Then he got out his billfold and handed her some 
money. 

She refused to take it. She said that she never wanted 
another cent from him—and this was not a little vacation* 

He started in again with his pleading routme. 

She shut him off with a wave of her hand, and picked 
up her bag. "I might have stayed mib you if you’d gone 
about things right. Or I might have left town quietly 
and without my fuss—if you hadn't treated me like some 
tart you’d picked up on the street.” 

“I went a little ^azy. I didn't realize what I was 
doingl” 

"That’s your whole trouble, Pauli” Hct voice was still 
flat, devoid of all emodom “You never Imow what you’re 
doing. You didn’t know when you married me. Maybe 
you 11 find out before my little vacation at the hotel is 
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over. After the way you just treated me, I doo*t care 
what you find out. 1 just don't give a damn. Not any 
more.” 

Then she opened the door, and Paul was still staring 
after her with puzzled, unhappy eyes, when the door 
slammed behind her. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 

In her top-floor front room at the hotel it took Judy 
less than thirty mmutes to unpack, arrange her toilet 
articles neatly on the bureau, and decide that—as 
usual, in a crisis—she had picked impulse over reason. 

She spent a few minutes wishing she were dead. 
Then she wished that she'd never been bom. After that 
she went to the phone, called Room Service, and 
ordered a bottle of brandy. It was a choice between 
serious drinking, or serious hysterics. She decided a few 
shots would prove lander to her looks. Red eyes and a 
puffy face did not become her. 

she waited for the brandy to arrive, she 
smoked a cigarette and asked herself what she had to 
gain by moving here to the hotel. She knew that she 
had nothing to gam, except to rouse sympathy for PauL 
With no more to go on, the town gossips would soon 
twist it around to prove that Paul was well rid of a girl 
they had never believed was much good. 

But the worst of it was that they would have plenty 
more to go on. 

Eddie was like a dog, his sharpened sense alert to 
sounds which the human ear never hears. It was en¬ 
tirely within the range of possibility that Eddie knew, 
right this minute, where she was* 


i 



EX-MISTRESS 


SI 


Any secood the phone might ring and it would be 
Eddie. 

It wouldn’t surprise her a bit 

Just the same, she was surprised when the phone rang 
a few minutes later—and it was Eddie's oily voice want¬ 
ing to know her room number. And was it okay for him 
to c^me up? 

She went completely numb. She felt like a person 
who had just had a stroke. 

The muscles of her throat worked, but no words came 
out And just as well She knew all about the girls on 
the switchboard downstairs. Nice girls, really. Very 
friendly. They ate over at the JoDy Roger, and Judy 
knew them quite well. She hadn’t a word to say against 
them—except that no matter what she said to Eddie, or 
he to her, it would be exactly as if they were plugged 
in on a public broadcast system. 

“Hey. You still there?’* 

Words came then* 

"Yes, Tm here,** 

"Well, didn’t you bear me? I said how about me com¬ 
ing up to your room, OkayP** 

"No.” 

"Why the hell not?* 

Again she was silent She reached for a cigarette, got 
it lit 

Her eyes, roving the room, were like the eyes of a 
cornered animal. In less than fifteen minutes, she 
decided, she could get her things repacked. For that 
matter, why bother to take anything with her? Except 
for a nightie, toothbrush, and makeup. She could stick 
these in her handbag, and the minute she put down the 
phone she could be on her way. 

There was a back stairway, she was sure. There must 
be a back stairway, AH well-planned hotels provided 
back stairway service for the convenience of straying 
wives or husbands getting out of the wrong bedroom* 
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That was the thing for her to do. Then she could go by 
way of the side streets to the bus station, 

gone into a trance or something?” Eddie said 

now. 

Judy had smoked her cigarette halfway down, got 
her wits together, and decided that since she was in for 
it, she might as weQ get it over with. 

She told him that he coiild come up—in an hour. Then 
she put down the phone and went to open the door to 
the bellboy with the liquor. 

She went into the bathroom for glasses, As she filled 
one with water for a chaser, she wished she'd thought 
to order a bottle of soda and ice cubes. 

She hurried to take a long swallow of brandy. Then 
she took the bottle and walked over to the window and 
stared down at the street. 

It was still drizzling. But it was a very weak drizzle, 
not enough to make even a weak patter when it hit the 
pavement. Not enou^ to drown out the blare of Ae 
radio from across the street, or the crooning moan from 
the one in the next room—and certainly not enough to 
kill the screaming memories. 

She turned away from the window, walked over to 
the bed and sat down and stared at the fioor, It was 
covered with a nondescript carpet, and there was a worn 
spot beside the bed. For some reason, as she studied the 
carpet, she started to shudder. Well, in the mood she 
was in, she could shudder over anything. 

She tried to put the memory of another room out of 
her mind. 

God, was there no way to forget U? No way to forget 
the stain of fresh blood on the gay little rug besi^ the 
bed? 

No way to stop the past from pushing its way in to 
corrode and tarnish the present? 

When all was said and done, that motel room with the 
blood-smeared rug where she had not given herself to the 
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psychopathic sweetheart who had sworn to klU himself 
then and there if he cxjuld not have her was-X marks 
the spot. 

It was the spot where the long, dark trail began; 

The trail leading out of obscurity, through undeserved 
infamy, through an illicit love which was a kind of 
death, to the kind of love which meant life itself. 

Now she leacdied the end of the trail—and it was a 
dead end. 

Still sitting on the bed, her eyes c^e up and met 
themselves in die mirror above the regulation hotel 
bureau. Here you are, she said to the mirror. Here's 
what youVe got for aU your efforts and struggles to 
live down the past. A girl in a hotel room, waiting for 
a skunk to walk in and state that he s prepared to ruin 
you no matter how you play it. You can't fight him, be¬ 
cause you have nothing to fight with. You re licked be¬ 
fore you start and you know it, so why don't you play 
it smart? Go over to the enemy. Forget about playing 
it noble, and think about playing for the big marbles. 
What have you got to lose? 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Well, maybe she would sell out—at a very good price. 
The life of a clever wanton had been known to pay 
very, very well, so go on and be a wanton. Why not? 

But before she threw in her chips and went on, she 
would have to go bacL Because memory was pulling 
her back. 

She took another sip of brandy, lit a cigarette. She 
was back-way, way back in the little Califorma valley 
town, in the house of her aunt and unde where she 
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had been taken after the smash-up which killed her 
father and mother. 

Well, it was perfectly true—what the psychiatrists 
had said about her in that courtroom. 

She had been starved for love. 

And starved for a lot of other things, too* Such as 
pretty dresses, which weren’t simply made-over hand- 
me-downs. And for the privacy of a room of her own, 
even if it were no bigger than a closet* And for a little 
praise when she brought home excellent marks from 
school. And even, at tunes, for a dainty, rich dessert in 
place of the everlasting rice pudding which finally 
turned her stomach—and for a colorful, graciously set 
table in a cheerful, attractive room in place of die long 
kitchen table covered with worn oil cloth which George 
Long said was plenty good enough place for seven 
hoggish Idds to pack away their chow, 

Judy’s Aunt Emma would have liked to have things 
a little nicer. And if she had had the time, she would 
have done a little more to make Judy feel that she was 
loved and wanted. But she was too hard worked, and 
too meek and subservient to George, ever to insist on 
having her own way about anything. Even when it came 
to eating Christmas and other holiday dinners in the 
dining room. George said there was no sense in raising 
the Idds to put on fancy airs. And besides, they needed 
the rent money they got from that dining room. When 
they had an extra mouth to fe^, one they had neve^ 
counted on, every cent counted. 

The extra mouth belonged to Judy and she was never 
allowed to forget it 

In all fairness, she could never say that George Long 
had been unkind to her, ever. He never was. He was 
simply a gruff, surly, insensitive man by nature, and the 
early years when he had had to grub and sweat for 
every dollar he earned had made him more so. He had 
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finally gotten to the point where he was able to buy into 
a fruit cannery. 

That meant very good money in a good year. But 
George was always wonying that it would be a bad 
year. If the fruit crop was good, likely as not he'd have 
labor troubles to contend widi. If there were no strikes, 
and plenty of men looking for jobs, the chances were 
there would have been too much rain—or too little—and 
the crop ruined. 

If everything else went well and he had one of his big 
years, then he was robbed of over half he made in taxes. 
His normal state of mind was that he couldn't win; he 
resented every demand on his hard earned money and 
his family took the brunt of his worries, his stinginess, 
and his ill temper. 

He never allowed Emma to know how much he was 
worth. He continued to live on the scale of a man who 
had all he could do to make ends meet. Year in and year 
ouf^ he put up a poor mouth, and Judy lived with a 
perpetual sense of guilt. She grew up feeling that she 
was a burden on people who couldn't afford to take 
care of her. 

She never got along weU with any of her cousins. 

There were four girls, aU rather plain and dull-minded. 
Secretly they hated Jody who was at the head of her 
class in school, and a beauty as well. 

Shortly after her twelfth birthday, she had the trouble 
with the twin boys, Johnny and Rog. One July day they 
got her eomered in the old bam George used for a 
storage place. Twice before, Judy had warned them 
about tiding any '^funny business” with her. So they 
tried it again, Johnny tried to hold her, while Rog tried 
to get her dress up—and Rog ended up with blood 
poisoning from the fish hook which Judy jabbed into his 
arm. From that day on, both boys had it in for her. 

Given a chance, she could have been veiy popular at 
schooL 
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She didn't get the chance. 

She had to wear clothes she was ashamed oi She had 
no spending money, And she had her orders to come 
straight home from school to do her chores—enough to 
keep a full time maid busy* In spite of these handicaps, 
she was occasionally invited to parties. She was not 
allowed to accept George set his foot right down on 
any of that nonsense. Parties meant boys and cars— 
and in the end, most likely, a girl finding herself in 
trouble. It was bad enough, his having to take over die 
support of his brother's child. Do for her, provide for 
her schooling. But he'd be double damned if he was 
going to invite more trouble* With Judy's looks, it didn’t 
take any genius to guess what any young scamp would 
be after tlie minute he got her in a parked car. 

If she wanted to start running wild, she could get 
out, 

Judy never did start running wild—although later on, 
during the trial, that was one of the things that was 
said about her* And two of her cousins, the two boys, 
were put on the witness stand to teU their stories about 
how she took to disappearing for hours at a time in the 
afternoons and how they had always been a little 
ashamed of her bold, easy ways with boys. 

What Judy actually did was to take a bus to a town 
five miles away. There she went to the public library. 
She had an obsession for pretty clothes because she had 
never had any of her own. She had decided that she'd 
like to go in for dress designing and she wanted to read 
all the books and articles she could find on the subject 
But no one believed that one when she told it in her 
own defense. Going to the libraryl A likely story. 

At least, the faces of the jurors and the prosecuting 
lawyers gave no sign that they were swallowing that one. 
Any more than Aey swaDowed her yam about how 
her friendship with Lonnie Schofield had started—and 
how it had ended with his putting a bullet through his 
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own head because he was a lonely^ sensitive, neurotic 
boy who had always lived with the seeds of his own 
self-destruction inside him, and had often talked of 
suicide. 

But it was at that library a few miles from Torreston 
that Judy and Lonnie had had the first meeting vaguely 
resembling a date. And for a quite a while, they had 
just two subjects of ecwiversation. Either they spoke of 
books, or they spake of the terrible loneliness which they 
had in common, Lotmie had been raised by three old 
maid aunts, and at mother whose love for her boy was 
a completeVobsessioni She never wanted him to leave 
her and marry. Therefore, she did not want him to go 
with girls. And to keep him away from girls, she had 
started in when he was a mere child to keep him away 
from other boys, from sports, from bloodying his nose 
in fights—from all normal, boyish pursuits. And the 
aunts acted as three lieutenants to see that their 
precious Lonnie was never aUowed to stray into the 
paths of normalcy. 

At eighteen, Lonnie was ready for a psychopathic 
ward, from loneliness, frcnn the complete frustration of 
his normal instincts, and from the feehng that was like 
a cancer eating at him, that he was different from other 
boys. And always would be¬ 
lt was an unhealthy basis for a friendship between a 
boy and girl, both of whom were ripe for love* 

But there it was. 

A lush, exotically beautiful girl with a look in her 
eyes that said she was aching to start living—passionate 
living. 

And a tall, slim, actually beautiful blond boy who 
was tormented with the need to prove himself a man 
like other men—and what better way to do it than by 
proving himself a competent lover with a girl who 
seemed the answer to everything that he had missed— 
and all that he must have if he were to go on living. 





64 EX»MISTRESS 

From the very start, he was more Him just in love 
with her. 

From the very start, she was an aching, tormenting, 
almost unbearable obsession. Secretly, he hated his 
motlier for what she had done to him* Secretly, he 
hated almost everyone in the world—because, in some 
indefinable way, the world was associated with his 
mother* Judy he was free to love, because she was a 
lonely little cliff dweller, Uk© himself. 

The intensity of his love frightened her, and there 
was a look in his eyes, often not quite sane, which 
frightened her. But he was the first really close friend 
she had ever had. In a way he helped to fill the aching 
void of loneliness she had always known. 

So she went on meeting him every chance she got 
Tliey tried it a few times around town. Meeting at 
the soda fountain, going to the movies on Saturday 
nights—with Judy pretending she was going out with a 
girl friend* Then Lonnie's mother got wise and went to 
bed with a heart attack* She threatened never to move 
from her bed until Lonnie gave up that common g^l 
he was running around with, 

Lonnie had a few hundred dollars of his own. He had 
been saving it dime by dime, dollar by doUar, since his 
tenth birthday. 

He got the money out of tl^e bank, went straight to 
Judy, and begged her to come away and marry him* She 
half promised. It was a way out for her, too* She did 
not Imow whether she was in love with Lonnie or not. 
She had never been in love and she had no way to 
judge. But she was very fond of him. 

Lonnie took his mothers car without bothering to 
ask permission, and they drove as far as the motel out¬ 
side of Fresno* Lonnie wanted to keep on going. He 
was heading for Yuma* The quicker he could get there, 
the better. But Judy's doubts and uncertainties were 
growing by the minute. The more she thought about it. 
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the less sure she was that she wanted to many Lormie. 
Or anybody eke. Just yet. The longing for freedom was 
growing in her. And so was her conviction that if she 
tied herself to this desperate-eyed boy who kept 
threatening to kill himself if she backed out, she would 
simply be fastening an albatross around her own neck. 

They stopped at the motel and took a room for die 
night 

After it happened and Judy told her story, everyone 
said—or hinted—that it was silly for her to expect any¬ 
one to believe such a far-fetched lie. The newspapers 
indicated, in case their readers had any doubts, that a 
girl and a man did not need to share a motel room for 
a night just to have a nice, long talk about what they 
did—or did not want to do. It was an accepted fact of 
modem life that they knew what they wanted to do, and 
fully intended to do, before they took the room. And to 
expect anyone of normal, or even sub-normal intelli¬ 
gence to believe that a handsome boy who could have 
his pick of the field, would deliberately put a gun to his 
own head because one certain httla lovely couldn't he 
' made—well, really. 

At the initial hearing before the grand jury, everyone 
just stared at Judy with skeptical smiles and faintly 
amused eyes. She knew exactly what they were think¬ 
ing. Here was a hot little party who thought she could 
get away with mmrder—and escape die payoff because 
her innocent young face came attached to such beautiful 
legs and such extremely nice curves. 

They assumed that she was lying, and she couldn’t 
really blame them. She wouldn’t have believed her own 
story if she hadn’t seen it happen. If she hadn’t been 
there and watched a desperately unhappy boy—and a 
virginal one—go completely out of controL 

Lonnie had never seen a naked girl before. 

He hadn’t dreamed that a girl could be so beautiful. 
He had been fairly beside himself with love and passion 
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and his frenzied need to start living. When he started 
crawling after her on his knees, like a whimpering, 
pleading animal, Judy had been frightened, and her 
fondness for him had turned into the disgust of an in¬ 
experienced girl who did not understand how passion 
could change a boys good-looking face into a swollen, 
loose-lipped caricature. She told him that she had 
changed her mind about everything, md she begged 
him to take her home* 

Finally her revulsion turned into anger. She told him 
in so many words that he was disgusting to her, and he 
could never have her. Never* 

Lonnie quieted down after that, and she thought 
that everything was all right She didn’t believe a word 
of it when he swore that if he could not have her, he 
would kill himself* 

Even when he showed her the gun she did not be¬ 
lieve it 

She didn’t believe that he really meant to do it until 
the gun went off and Lonnie lay on the floor, with the 
little Indian rug slowly blotting up the blood which 
flowed from the bullet wound. 

The solid, sensible, skeptical members of the grand 
jury did not believe that he ever had done it, 

Tbey sat there and listened to her and condemned her 
as another teen-aged wanton who had given herself to 
this unsophisticated boy as easily—their looks said^as 
she had probably given herself to plenty of others* Then, 
bored with him—(her kind never stayed put very long)* 
she had found herself a new boy* When she told Lonnie 
she was through with him, he got sore and threatened 
to go to his new rival and spill the whole story erf their 
illicit relationship. So Judy had shot him to keep h im 
from talking. 

The newspapers liked that version, and they thought 
that their readers would like it. So they went to the 
trouble of locating this “mysterious other boy.’’ That 
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he happened to be a problem boy just out of reform 
school, with whom Judy did not have even a speaking 
acquamtauce, was beside die point* He told a plausible 
series of lies, he photographed well, Judy had no way of 
proving he was a liar, and it added spicy interest to the 
story* So while Judy went to jail to await a jury trial, 
the whole sensational story was tried and a verdi<± 
reached on the front pages. 

The front pages found her guilty by innoendo, with¬ 
out saying it in so many wori. When the time finally 
came to select a jury, it was preposterous to talk about 
finding twelve men and women in the county who had 
formed no opinion of the case* 

While the trial was in progress, Judy discsovered what 
Jt must be hke to be a caged animal in a zoo* Curious 
mobs jammed the street each morning when it was time 
for her to be led from the building which served as a 
jail to the courthouse across the street* She could feel 
their eyes watching her with a curious kind of hatred 
She could hear their boos and their jeering laughter* 
She could hear their merciless, contemptuous taunts, as 
the Magdalenes of the world had heard them for two 
thousand years. 

She was no Magdalene, but they called her one. 

In the courtroom it was more of the same. Judy tried 
to fight the bitterness and the hatred of a society which 
could be so completely without mercy toward a girl 
with her back to the wall* She couldn't believe that all 
of this was really happening to her. She couldn't believe 
it when her attorney told her that he'd consider himself 
shot with luck if he could hold it dovm to second degree 
manslaughter and ten years in prison. He said that 
would be a real break. He said that was what he was 
reaching for. Because the attorney, like everyone else, 
took it for granted that Judy was lying when she swore 
to him that she'd never had a lover* That was the reason 
he implored her not to put that little detail to the test 
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But Judy insisted upon having it put to the test. She 
insisted upon a medical examination—and when the 
doctor tested to her virginity, beyond the shadow of 
a doubt, the case fell apa^ Every shred of evidence so 
carefully built up by the prosecution was based on the 
premise that she had been Lonnie's mistress. The doctor 
made a liar out of the prosecution, the judge ordered a 
verdict of not ginlty, and Judy was free to go home— 
to discover that she had no home to go to, 

George Long felt that he had done more than his 
duty when he had hired a lawyer to defend her. But to 
expect him to take her back into the house was expect- 
ing just a little too muck The trial might be over, but 
the foul odor of scandal would cling to her for many 
a day—and he had his four daughters to consider. So 
he gave Judy a fifty dollar bill and advised her to use 
it to get out of town and get out fast. And stay out. 

She went first to another small town about twenty 
miles south, and tried to get a fob as a waitress. Every¬ 
where she applied she was turned down. They told her 
that her face was too well known. Some of the customers 
wouldn't care, but there were others who might find it 
offensive to be served by a girl who had jxist been 
dragged through the mire of a murder trial. They might 
think it poor taste on tiie part of the managem^t to 
hire such a girl. Then she was offered a job—at a third 
rate roadhouse outside of the town. She was told that it 
didn't make a bit of difference whether she could sing 
or dance. She would be paid for her face and her name— 
and to give the boys a look at the nice assemblage of 
curves with which she must be loaded. When she could 
send a poor sap goofy enough to put a bullet through 
his head, a gal had to he good. 

It took quite a while before Judy faced it She fought 
facing it Because where did it leave her, if no one 
would give her a chance to earn an honest living? To be 
told everywhere she turned that her only way of survival 
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at the moment was to cash in on the sensational angles 
of the horror and the tragedy was to teU her to get 
right back in her cage at the zoo. Only now she'd be 
paid for it 

She tried it in four small towns, and then she went to 
Los Angeles. There, again, her face was recognized. On 
the bus she had met a girl, EUen Darby by name, who 
had proved a friend. Ellen had invited her to share her 
Hollywood flat temporarily, and she had lent her a little 
money. But she couldn’t live on Ellen forever, and she 
couldn’t go on fighting against hopeless odds forever, 
either. 

Ellen’s hospitality awakened hope in Judy, and Ellen’s 
cheerful presence reminded the fugitive that friendliness 
and even happiness still existed m the world. Ellen, a 
ravishing blonde perhaps a year or two older than Judy, 
was perhaps a bit too buxom, her physical charms a bit 
too ample, but they seemed all the more appealing on 
that score to Judy. As there was only one bed in the 
apartment, the two girls shared it One night, as they 
lay together under the covers, both found themselves 
sleepless. In the dark, more to kill time than anything 
else, they began to exchange remimscences—about 
childhood, school, puppy romances and the like, 

*1 haven’t been very lucky wilii boys,*’ sighed Ellen, 
T just never seemed to find the right ones.” 

T can’t imagine why,” Judy replied. “You’re so at- 

tractiver 

“No more so than you are ” Ellen said, “Have you al¬ 
ways had smooth sailing? With the male sex, I mean?” 

“Well—not exactly. IVe had my share of trouble.” 

“I thought so. The trouble with you is that you’re just 
too appealing, too appetizing. You have such a delectable 
little figure—naturally, any man would try to go as far 
as he could with you. Oh, I can understand it I could 
eat you up myself, you’re so cute.” 

“EUen!” Judy laughed to cover up her embarrassment 
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“Your figure is much more sexy-lookiug than mine, it 
seems to me. It would be you that the boys would pester 
rather than me. . . " 

“Well, maybe so. I must admit that Fve had a rough 
time defending my honor—and a couple of times I lost 
the battle. Every time one of those creatures in pants 
gets near me, for some reason, he turns into a cave man. 
IVe been mauled, pushed and prodded ever since my 
first date. Why cant men be gentle, smooth, patient— 
the way women are?^ 

“Are they?^ 

“Well, sure. Aren't you? When you're making love, 
are you in a hurry? Do you want to force things and 
bang, bang—get it over with? Do you punch and maul 
to get your way? Do you yourself want to be punched 
and mauled? If so, you wouldn't be a real woman. Th^e 
would be something wrong with you.” 

“Maybe you're right,” agreed Judy, half-asleep now 
and hardly listening. 

“I tell you, gentleness is the tfiing,” insisted EUen. 
“Let me ask you this. Has any fellow ever really roused 
you to ardent desire, the land of desire he himself has 
as he mauls and pinches and paws you?” 

“Well—I guess not,” murmured Judy sleepily, 

“All right Then how does this feel—?” She trailed her 
fingers softly, caressingly, over Judy's ear and cheek- 

“Ooh! Sort of tickles ” 

“And this?'’ 

The fingers were on Jud/s breast now. It was aH so 
natural and matter-of-fact on Ellen's part that Judy 
experienced no alarm. Not even when the fingers flut¬ 
tered about the rosy tip, abandoned it, then went to 
the other breast, petting and caressing, stroking, fon¬ 
dling. . , , 

‘Isn’t that good?” demanded Ellen. “Isn't that better 
than the way boys go at it?” 

“Certainly is,” gasped Judy, now fully awake. Her 
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body, which had tensed under EUen^s touch, now sud¬ 
denly relaxed. Judy lay flat on her back, her lips half- 
parted, her legs sUghdy spread. Ellen seemed such a 
wholesome girl, so healthy and natural, that Judy did 
not realize at all that she was being seduced. Sure, Ellen 
was being a bit Mtimate, but Judy put it down to the 
other girFs forthright earthiness and frankness* 

“Listen, that reminds me. IVe had an ache in my 
back all day,” Ellen said, reaching out and turning on 
the bedlamp* “I meant to ask you to mb it down. Maybe 
if you’d put on a little li n iment or something I’d be able 
to sleep ” 

“Well, sure ” Judy said* 

Ellen swung herself out of the bed, her long and 
shapely legs bare under the shortie nightgown. In the 
bathroom she found a tube of one of the commercial 
analgesic ointments. She hastened back to Judy, now 
half-asleep again, stiU lying supine on the mattress, her 
own legs modestly covered to the anldes by a neat 
cotton gown. 

“Wake up, Judy! Come on, honey* Rub me!” 

Judy sighed, turned over on bar stomach, “Must I?” 

“Otherwise, I just won’t sleep ” 

Judy managed to sit up, accepted the tube of oint¬ 
ment, squeezed some of it into her palms, and began to 
massage Ellen’s soft, ample back. Judy could not help 
but admire Ellen’s rosy and glowing skin, the rounded 
shape of her shoulders, the buxom curves of her 
womanly hips. How soft and warm the flesh felt, how 
altogether pleasant to mb in tihe oily, lubricious salve..,, 

“Oh, good,” sighed Ellen. She lay back, as if in utter 
contentment, resting her blond and beautiful head upon 
Judy’s bosom, 

“Heyl I can’t mb your back if you sit this way. Lift 
up.” 

“Oh, no ” murmured EHen. “Im too comfortable to 
move. Here. Try it in front a little ” 
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Judy obligingly squeezed out more of the oiutnient 
and spread it over Ellen's chest and then Ellen's stomach. 
Ellen squiiined and sighed Idee a cat being petted. She 
reached languidly for the tube, began to rub some of the 
balm into Judy's skin even as Judy was doing to 
hers. Judy, her nerves still tingling from Ellen's previous 
fondlings, suddenly felt as if her whole body had dis¬ 
solved into warm liquid. She dosed her eyes, lay back 
against the pillows, “Oh," she sighed. “Oh, Ellen—" 

Ellens oiled fingers gently explored and caressed. 
Sensations she had never known existed began to race 
throu^ Judy’s body. Suddenly she felt Ellen’s soft, per¬ 
fumed lips on her own—felt Ellen’s rounded body press¬ 
ing and demanding, A burst of overwhelming need en¬ 
gulfed both girls. Like lovers, as indeed they were, th^ 
dasped each other in complete abandon—and without 
shame or guilt sought and found explosive relief. 

For the rest of the night, both slept like lambs. 

Thus did Judy learn of abnormality from one who 
seemed so normaL And in the days that followed, the 
guilt and remorse came. But Ellen’s hospitality, her 
sympathy, her friendship, all were vital to Judy- She 
lingered on, repaying Ellen by suixendering to vice— 
until suddenly she realized she was approaching the 
point of no return. No matter what, she did not propose 
to spend her life as a lesbian. She would have to break 
it up. She would have to escape. 

One day she went out and looked for work, as 
usual. And the history of the last month repeated itself, 
as usual. That evening she went into a dub near Holly¬ 
wood Boulevard. She sat at the bar and had three or 
four Martinis. She was not used to drinking, and when 
the furtive little man came across the room to have a 
little talk with her, he looked even slimier to her glazed 
eyes than he really was. When she discovered that he 
had recognized her, it was bad enough. When she dis¬ 
covered, further, that he was offering her a job to pose 
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for some obscene movies, she smashed her Martini 
glass right in his face* Then another man appeared on 
file scene to finish np the job on the furtive little punk 
He wiped up the floor wth him* 

Then he came back fiji'^^Judy and suggested that they 
go to another bar where file drinks were better and the 
atmosphere a little more high-toned, 

Judy shrugged and said okay. She had finaOy reached 
the point where she didn’t care much where she went, 
or who she went there with. 

Later the man told her that his name was Eddie 
O^Rourk He was opening a night spot in Las Vegas— 
and how would she like a spot in his floor show? Salary, 
one hundred bucks a week, and never mind about the 
details of her job. They’d go into sH diat a little later, 
Judy had learned an awful lot in a very short time. 
She had learned to spot the eyes of a lecher when they 
started undressing her m a crowded room. She knew the 
kind of moist smile which meant a wolf was liddng his 
lips over his prospective enjoyment of her. So she under¬ 
stood, without his teUing her, what the little details of 
her work would add up to. 

But she had reached the end of her rope. She could 
see only one way to go from here on—and that was 
down. And Eddie s offer topped all tlie others. 

All that she ever promised him was to become his 
*^sweetie” on a temporary basis. And "temporary” added 
up to exactly six months and nine days. By that time 
she had enough money to take a train, disappear, and 
throw off the stigma and sordidness of the past for all 
time. So she hoped. 

But it hadn’t turned out that way. And now she 
waited for him to walk through the door of a room in an 
obscure hotel in an obscure little Maryland town. 






CHAPTER NEVE 


It was a funny thing, the devastatiiig effect that fear of 
another person could have on ones nervous system. And 
that, in turn, made it impossible to think straight, talk 
straight, or handle an ugly situation with any semblance 
of self control 

Before Eddie had been in the room five minutes, 
Judy's white face and trembling hands were exhibiting 
her dread of his getting back into her life* 

And her desperation showed behind words she Imew 
it was unwise to say, for he made a dang^ous enOTiy* 
“ITl kill myself before Ill ever come bade to you! You're 
nothing but a cheap crook—and a repulsive beast of a 
man. And I'd rather be dead than ever belong to you 
again*" 

All of which Eddie seemed to find rather amusing, 
and somewhat pleasurable. He had a sadistic stireak a 
mile wide. It gave him quite a bit of solid satisfaction 
to see a beautiful girl actually trembling in terror, be¬ 
cause of the hold he had over h^* And as for her dislike 
of his physical attentions—weU, that was okay, too. It 
had never made a great deal of difference to Eddie 
whether a woman wanted him. 

The point at issue in such matters was always, did he 
want the wench. 

There was sometiung to be said for the actual sense 
of gratification in keeping his victim in suspense. And 
sometimes, with luck, a little dough to be made from 
that pericxl of uncertainty* Because he had learned 
there was praetic^y nothing a jittery dame could not 
be persuaded to do—if it offered her a fighting chance 
of getting off the hook. 
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So he sat in the chair, which sagged tinder his heavy 
weight, and fondled his whiskey bottle before he put 
the mouth of it to his lips. Then he placed the bottle on 
the floor beside the chair. He lit a cigarette and watched 
Judy pacing nervously around the room. 

He grinned a sly grin when she observ'^ed that he 
must be possessed by a devilj because only a literal 
devil could have nosed out this one little town among 
thousands upon thousands of towns. And to top that, 
how had he known about her moving into ibis hotel? 
Not thirty minutes after she had her toothbrush and 
undies unpacked. 

He grinned some more when she informed him that he 
needn't bother to come through with any nasty threats 
about breaking up her marriage—because her marriage 
was already washed up. She had left her husband. There 
wasn't any way he could spoil that with his dirty 
tongue, because it was already spoiled. And now, as far 
as she was concerned, he could talk his head off about 
her past—and see how much good it would do him. Just 
try it and see. 

Then she announced, with die quiet desperation of 
a girl who was a lot more scared than she was trying to 
let on, 'I'd kill myself first.'' 

Eddie had let her run on to that point without say¬ 
ing a word. 

He seemed to be enjoying watching licr get it out of 
her system. 

But when he decided that he'd listened to all he 
wanted to hear along that line, he shut her up with a 
scowl and the suggestion that she sit down and stop 
yapping. 

He said, “Maybe I didn't come here for the reason 
you think. For your informarion, I got a few other 
matters on my mind. You know me, kid. Business first- 
pleasure afterward. Or shall we say—a dame can wait 
while you chase the dough. By the way, Judy, just 
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what kind of a party is the hick banker who has the 
hots after you?” 

Then he laughed heartily at her look of dismay* 
‘‘Here," he said, holding out the whiskey bottle, “Have 
a snort Have a couple of good stiff ones. You look like 
you could use them,” He laughed again, “I hit pay dirt 
with that qu^tion, didn't I, kid? So I don't ne^ to 
explain Fm speaking of the stringy guy who looks like 
he could use some vitamin shots—in the form of a red- 
hot babe who has what it takes. And before you say 
another word, I want to congratulate you, kid. Making 
a play for the town banker. Smartest trick I ever knew 
you to puU, Shows you didn't forget eveiytihing I tried 
to teach you,” 

And what the hell was wrong wiOi his liquor, Eddie 
wanted to know, 

Judy told him, "You poison everything you touch. Or 
di^ it up in one way or another ” 

She went ov^ to the bureau, poured her own brandy 
into a glass and mixed it with water. Then she carried 
it to the bed because Eddie was occnipying die only 
decent chair in the room. She sat very gingerly on the 
edge of the bed. She looked a little like a worried cat, 
ready to spring if a menacing bird came swooping down 
to peck at its behind, 

j^owing him as she did, to sit on a bed in his 
presence had certain precarious similarities to sitting on 
a hot seat But she had to admit that as yet Eddie had 
made no move which would be her sigual to start her 
defense of the virtue he had taken away from her a 
long time ago. 

Slowly a little poise came back to her. She felt calmer, 
more up to coping with whatever Eddie had on his 
mind. She sipped her brandy, lit a cigarette, and studied 
him coolly . 

“I m glad you mentioned Frank ICinney,” she told him, 
“That reminds me of something I wanted to ask you* 
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Would you mind explaining why you picked him for 
your first round against me?^ 

Eddie pretended great innocence. “I don't get it, Idd, 
Come again. I amt starting nothing against nobody— 
and certainly not you. Hell, babe, you used to be my 
favorite doll—and damn if I ever quite got over it 
That’s what made it sudi a nice surprise. Why 1 fust 
happened to look across a street ^d I was goddamned 
if I could believe my own eyes. But there you were,** 
Judy nodded slowly, scowlingly. '*Yes, There I was. 
So you had to start running off at the mouth—to the kind 
of a man who thinks men like you are made-up 
characters who only exist in newspapers. Frank Kinney 
would find it doubly hard to believe that a girl who was 
married to one of die nicest boys who ever grew up in 
th}$ town had once belonged to a rat like yauJ* 

Eddie leaned back in the chair with his thick legs 
spread out and his head resting on the back. His shiny 
dark eyes had turned into mrww slits, and now Judy 
could not tell if he were laughing at her or simply over 
the knowledge that he had her in a tight spot. He did 
so love to get somebody in a tight spot. But she did 
know that it was his idea of a joke when he pretended 
that his feelings were deeply hurt by what she had just 
said 

T don’t think you ought to call me a rat, baby,” 
"Why not? You are one. Has anyone ever disputed 
that fact?” 

"Was I a rat, picking you up when you were dead 
broke? When you were notihing but a face and a shape 
in a sensation^ murder ease—and the best anybody else 
would do for you was to throw a few bucks your way, 
just to have a look-see? like tossing peanuts to a 
monkey in a cage?” 

"Okay,” Judy said dully, "You were good to me when 
I was in a jam, I admit all that But I gave you value 
received, didn’t I?” Her ^es deepened with shame, "I 
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did a strip*tease in your show, and plenty of private 
ones for you. Oh, God knows, I did everything I bar* 
gained to do.” 

“It was ungrateful. Walking out on me the way you 
did, baby. Never even leaving a note behind. That was 
one lousy way to treat a guy who bought you the first 
dothes you ever owned and a diamond bracelet that 
set me back every dime I won on a long shot A whole 
grand. And speatog of grands—” 

Judy s voice had the temperature of ice cubes. ‘Im 
not through speaking of Frank Kinney. What was the 
idea? Standing there in front of the bank, pointing me 
out, and telling the man I was easy ” 

Eddie shook his head. “1 didn't, say that Damned if 
I did ” 

“What did you say?” 

Eddie s leer widened to show strong, white teeth. He 
was proud of his teeth. Jxist as he was proud of the 
muscular development which had preceded the heavy 
layers of fat 

“I said you came a little high—but that you could be 
had. And I don't see what you’re sore about. Hell, I 
thought I was doing you a big favor, 1 saw the guy 
giving you the eye, and one eyeful was all it took to give 
him the shakes. You know me, kid. Tm an authority on 
these small town gents who’ve never had a really nice 
piece of flesh. Once their blood pressure moves into 
high gear over a tempting chassis, they’re ripe to be 
picked. I had it all figured that you bad him spotted for 
an easy job that would pay o£E. If he’s a big shot in that 
bank, it stands to reason the guy is well heeled. These 
small town bankers know how to make their dough. 
After it's made, they never know what to do with it 
except stick it away for their relatives to squabble over 
after they drop dead from a heart attack. Unless a 
smart little operator comes along and pulls the mg 
right out from under their dull little lives and their fine. 
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high-soimding reputations for never potting one over 
on the little woman at home. I figured your mind was 
working along the same lines* The guy said he knew 
you very well indeed. What was I supposed to take out 
of that? That he liked the way you dished up his bowl 
of soup at that beanery where you work?” 

Judy stared at Eddie as if he were a repulsive breed 
of worm* Before she said a word, she lit another 
cigarette and devoted a few worried thoughts to Frank 
Kinney* She recalled, unpleasantly, that she was sup¬ 
posed to have a date wiA him for tomorrow evening* 
She recalled the conversation which had led up to that 
promise and that brought back her own shock and 
alarm when Frank’s amorous inclmations had started to 
show* 

To herself, she had to admit that Eddie's foul mind 
was on the right track* *1 don't see why you had to take 
anything out of it,” she said* .“I understand that you 
went to the bank to find out about a piece of property 
they have for sale. I don’t see why you had to drag 
my name into it. When you saw me, you didn’t have to 
blah to the town at large that you recognized me,” 

For a second she had the crazy idea that she mi^t 
appeal to his softer side* But Eddie was as hard as nails, 
‘^ou could see for yourself that I was living a new life* 
I married a swell guy, Eddie. IVe been ttying my 
darnedest to make a go of my marriage. What did you 
hope to gain by trying to foul everydung up for me? 
Why couldn’t you have given me a breakf* 

Eddie was not impressed by the tears of sheer nervous¬ 
ness which sprang to her eyes. But he seemed amused 
by what she had said* 

“I thought you just finished telling me that this pretty 
little dream marriage of yours was dll washed up?” 

“1 did. I did say that*” 

"Well, you can t have it both ways, kid ” 

She retorted angrily, “1 m just saying, why did you 
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have to butt in and start smearing me with mud? People 
in this town don*t know anything about my past. My 
husband doesn't know,"* 

She knew that that last remark was a mistake. As soon 
as it had passed her lips and it was too late to take it 
back, she knew. It simply pat another weapon into 
Eddie's hands. But his voice was deceptively mild. *T 
didn't say a thing you got any cause to object to, I just 
suggested to the guy that you could be made. That 
holds for every pretty pair of legs that ever ankled 
their way down the main street of a smaU town, and if 
that hick banker don't know that basic little fact about 
dames, it's time somebody was putting him wise.” 

Then he got up, stretched his legs, and carrying the 
bottle he walked toward Judy. She wondered if this 
was it. Maybe now the trouble was about to start, but he 
surprised her, 

Eddie didn't seem of a mind to start anything. 

He just stood there for a minute, studying her. Ha 
took another drink from his bottle, wiped his mouth 
with the back of his big, hairy band, and sat down be¬ 
side her. He did give her arm a squeeze, and her back 
a sound smack. Then he grinned and told her to relax. 
He told her to stop making like a virginal little dope 
who figured if a man sat close to her, she'd better 
start making her reservations for the pregnancy ward, 

I told you that I had a little business matter on my 
mind, Eddie said. “And don't get me wong. I ain't 
saying I don't want you back, babe, I ain't saying you 
didnt suit me better than any piece of fluff who ever 
shared my track winnings, my swimming pool, and my 
specially made Beauty Rest mattress. And I've got a 
pretty good idea that you and me can come to terms. 

I never gave up the notion that one of these days I'd 
get you back where you belong. But all that can wait. 
As I said before, business comes first And it just hap- 
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pens that I happen to be a little pressed for ready 
casL"” 

That remark struck Judy as very funny. She had never 
known Eddie to be pressed for cash. The way she 
had heard it, he was rurniing around this town with 
thousand dollar bills burning his pockets* 

Eddie nodded. He didn't deny it. Then he reminded 
her that a guy had to put up a front. Especially when 
he hit a town like this and wanted to impress the 
natives. Show the kind of folding money that mad© 
their eyes bug. That was the way to do it 
He said that he had had to get out of California in a 
hurry* 

He wouldn't troiible her mmd with the details. What 
it added up to was more trouble with the police. He had 
had to move fast, and no time to get to his safety deposit 
box where he made a practice of keeping his big money. 
In cash. 

He did not, he said, believe it would be healthy to 
return to California for some little time. The Federal 
agents had moved in to do a little investigating and the 
further Eddie could remove himself from the Feds, the 
better he could sleep and digest his food. 

His idea was to start this night spot on a fairly big 
scale. That was one of the reasons he wanted that hill 
property, which was weD isolated without being too 
isolated. 

But the more important reason was that he wanted 
to go into the bootlegging business, A lot of the boys 
were turning to bootlegging. Once again, it was getting 
to be big business, thanks to high taxes, which were 
IdUing the sale of legitimate liquor. 

These tax robbers, Eddie grinned, never had sense 
enough to know when they'd milked the cow dry. Al¬ 
ways figured it was good for one more little twist 
Mean, too, they were. Wanted it all for themselves. 
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Never willing to give the taxpayer a break. Not until 
they^d picked him as dry as a bone. 

quite naturally, tbe imderworld had to move in, 
and nobody could say they weren't a real boon to 
humanity in a case like this. 

HeU, didn't a poor, hard workmg guy have a right 
to his couple of snorts when he came home after a day 
of toil and sweat? Didn't he have a right to get high 
enough to really enjoy beating the little woman up 
without having to pay through the nose? 

Then you take some lonely dame whose boy friend 
had just got fed up with her special brand of thrills, 
and the ungrateful bastard had walked out on her. So 
there she sat Maybe in some dismal, top floor room in 
one of those dingy, god-awful boarding bouses. Mice 
crawling out of the woodwork at night, the witch of a 
landlady crawling out of it first thing in the morning 
to know where the heO was her rent money. This poor 
girl didn't know where to turn. Maybe her delicate con¬ 
ation was beginning to show, and already she'd been 
kicked out of her job. How she was to eat was the 
very least of her problems—because a doU witb aU 
those worries didn't feel like eating. But she sure needed 
some good, stiff shots to help her forget her Ixoubles, 
Why, witii a girl in that state of mind, the chances 
were ten to one she needed a few drinks so bad that 
if the worst came to the worst, she’d go right out on 
the street and peddle herself to the first bidder. Just 
to get herself moistened up, and feeling mellow IQce, 
and to keep from jumping out of the first ten-story 
window she could find. 

So in a case like that—what was the answer? 

WeU, the answer should be clear and plain enough 
to be understood by the badcward mind of a retarded 
child. When the bootlegger moved in and let that poor 
girl have her hooch at a fair and reasonable price, he 
was proving himself a true benefactor of society. He 
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was saving this poor doll from a life of prostitutioii. 
And inaybe saving her from smearing up the sidewalk 
in a very unpleasant way, too. 

It was a very humorous little spiel, and no doubt in¬ 
tended to put her in a friendlier mood, 

Judy was not amused, A snake was still a snake, even 
when he made with the jokes, 

“So you’re tuming bootlegger,” she said. “Well, okay. 
Who cares? I don't Only why do you have to do it 
aroimd this town?” 

“I want to be your friend, kid,” Eddie said. He poured 
more raw whiskey down his throat, “I want you to be 
my friend. You do me a certain little favor that would 
mean a lot to me. Then maybe I might do you a favor. 
Like maybe keeping my mouth shut about certain little 
matters your husband might take the wrong way,” 
“Friendl” Judy rasped, “You don't know what the 
word means. And your dir eats don't worry me. The 
hell with your thieatst I told you I'd left my husband. 
That's all over—and I don't care any more what my 
husband finds out,” 

“You sure about that?” 

“Yes, I'm sure,” 

“You're a liar,” 

Grinning, he grabbed her arm and his thick fingers 
dug into her flesh. She gave a little yip of pain. Then 
she jerked angrily away from bun, “Keep your hands off 
me, I mean it ” 

“All right,” Eddie said. "For right now, any way you 
want it. Only don't forget this. When Fm ready to 
have you back, you'll come back, all right. Don't think 
you wont. But that little matter can wait” 

She turned and stared at him. “Is that the favor you 
want me to do for you? I come back to you, on the sly, 
and you keep your month shut about it?” 

Eddie leered, “We might work it out that way, babe. 
It wouldn't be ftie first time I had the inside track with 
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a dame while the sucker who paid her rent believed she 
went out two evenings a week to take Spanish lessons.” 

Judy got up and walked over to the bureau. She 
poured herself more brandy, When she saw Eddie mov- 
ing to stand right behind her, she said to the mirror; 
^Keep away from me. I don't want you touching me. 
I left you because I didn't want that and couldn't stand 
it—and if you think youTl ever get me back, you’re 
crazy.” 

Eddie's hands came down on her shoulders. She stood 
very still, feeling his repulsive touch shudder through 
her like a cold knife blade. She considered the brandy 
bottle and her chances of knocking him cold with it if 
it came to a fight. 

She decided that her chances were pretty good. 

She moved out from under his hands and turned 
around. She had lit a fresh cigarette and she blew the 
smoke straight into his face which continued to look 
very much amused. “You seem to have lost your eye¬ 
sight,” she said. “You just can’t seem to see when a girl 
means every word she's saying ” 

“Yeah.” The grin was gone from his loose mouth 
and suddenly, in their anger, Eddie’s eyes seemed to 
gleam with all of the malice in the world. 

“Yeah. You made yourself goddam clear that time, 
Idd. Maybe a little too clear for your own good. I'm a 
coarse bastard who didn't happen to have the advantage 
of a little fancy education to give me pretty manners. I 
ain't got no ctdture. When I go after something I want, 
I do it more like a hog than a nice little gentleman, I 
ain't refined enough to please you. I ain't good enough 
to touch your nice, pretty, delicate flesh. It takes one 
of the boys with nice parlor manners and a college de¬ 
gree to measure up to the job of pleasing you in a 
tussle. But I'll be goddamned if my dough wasn’t good 
enough for you to live on when nobody else had any- 
thing to give you but a lack in the fanny. You fasten^ 
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on to all you could get out of me and you stayed 
fastened until you could save up a pretty nice little nest 
egg for yourself. Then you scrammed. So okay. Thats 
the way you wanted to play it and Td be the last guy 
to blame you. Play a sucker for all hes worth. Thats 
a very good rule. That’s the same rule I go by. Only— 

“I didn’t play you for a sucker,” Judy said angrily, 

^'Shut up ” 

She flinched from the sharp pain of his hand smash¬ 
ing across her face—and then she was cringing, her 
eyes wide with alarm. 

‘'When you needed dough ” Eddie was saying, “1 
took care of you, I was pretty goddamed generous with 
you, if I do say it Okay, Now I need a little dough and 
I need it fast. A guy like me can’t go into my kind of 
business on a shoe string. A guy like me can’t be count¬ 
ing the pennies and the dimes. It just so happens that 
I need five thousand bucks, and you’re elected to get 
it for me* Get the idea?” 

Judy got the idea that he must be going out of his 
mind. She laughed nervously. “If youre trying to black¬ 
mail me, Ed^e, youre wasting your energy. If you 
think I’m married to a rich man, you couldn’t be more 
wrong. My husband—” 

Eddie cut her off abruptly, "I’m not talking about 
your husband, babe. I didha’t figure you’d be swinging 
your chassis behind a lunch counter if the guy you 
married was loaded with folding money ” 

He drained the last few drops from the whiskey bottle 
and banged it down on the glass top of the bureau. 

Judy heard the brittle sound peculiar to glass crack¬ 
ing* Then she stood numbly, watching die crack in the 
glass top deepen and lengthen, trying to close her mind 
to the implications of what Eddie was snarling at her as 
he moved toward the door. 

Not wanting to face it* Afraid to face it. 
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‘What I had in mind was your banker friend. He 
ought to be good for five grand, and that s letting him 
off easy ” 

He paused, was sUent His loose lips twisted into a 
thoughtful scowl as he gazed at the floor, then brought 
his scheming little eyes back to Judy, 

T think well change that to ten grand,** he stated. "No 
sense in our being pikers about this thing ” 

“Why not a hundred grand?” Judy suggested. “You'd 
have just as much chance of getting it.” 

She thought that she understood how his sly mind 
was worldng. He was always thinking in terms of how 
much a girl’s body was worth in trade. Her thin smile was 
edged with ironic amusement. 

“I can see you know very little about these small 
towns, Eddie,” 

She said that she was referring to the small-town 
fathers who went out on the sly for their fun. 

She was no little innocent abroad, thanks in part to 
Eddie's early teaching. She said, wryly, that six months 
with him offered certain educational advantages that a 
girl couldn't get in sixty years at a college. 

She said: "When I left you, my own mind was so 
polluted that I didn't believe there was a man alive, 
over ten and under ninety, who could look at a woman 
without picturing how she'd look in a bed.” 

“You trying to contradict that fact?” Eddie Inquired. 
“You trying to tell me you've ever met a male character 
who didn't have bedroom eyes and a bedroom mind?” 

“I’m teOing you that there are decent men. I know, 
because I married one of them,” 

“The hell you did,” Eddie said, with a skeptical leer, 
“You want to bet on that?” He chuckled. “Are you trying 
to tell me this bird never steps out on you? You ain’t 
that good, kid. No dame is. It s the nature of the male 
beast to do plenty of circulating from bedroom to bed- 
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room, and we*ie getting off the subject. I was speaking 
of your banker boy friend ” 

“Who is no boy friend of mine,** Judy intemipted 
tersely, ""And I was trying to tell you that you're probably 
right about the old boys around this town sneakmg out 
on the sly for a little fun, I don't doubt it* Maybe Frank 
Kinney does, I wouldn't know. But I do know if a girl 
were to demand that kind of money in return for a 
few forbidden thrills, the man would probably drop 
dead from shock,^ 

She lit another cigarette, and laughed. She did not 
bother to teU Eddie what she was laughing at, but she 
was thinking of town talk she had heard about Frank 
Kinn ey* He owed his rapid rise in the bank, everything 
that he had made, to his rich wife, Effle. And Effle was 
said to be as close a woman with a dollar as her grand¬ 
mother who had made the family fortune. Grandmother, 
gossip had it, had lived three miles from town. Long 
after she was in the chips she had walked to the edge 
of town, barefooted, to save shoe leather. There she 
would put on her shoes and stockings* Effie, so they 
said, was tarred with the same stick and still insisted 
that Frank turn over the lion's sh^e of his bank salary 
to her. 

So the idea that Frank eould afford to buy himself 
the favors of a girl who set an absurdly high price on 
herself was quite laughable. Even if he wanted to, 
Frank's hands and bank acx?ount were too securely tied 

up. 

Eddie retraced his steps to Judy who was still stand¬ 
ing, backed against the bureau* He helped himself to 
what brandy was left in her bottle. Then he mformed 
her, with a wink; “You still don't get the idea,*' 

TNIo? Then what is the idea?" 

He told her to start using her head* 

He said that he understood very well that these small- 
tovra yokels were penny pinehers. The stingy buzzards 
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expected to pay off in peanuts, no matter how nice a 
girl’s chest development. If they could get away with it, 
that was the way they operated. So okay. Let this 
guy, Kinney, figure he was getting away with it. 

While she was softening him up, it was perfectly okay 
for Judy to toss him his thrills for free. Give him his 
fun. Let him enjoy himself, plenty. That was the way to 
play it. Wait until the fish was firmly caught on the hook 
before she brought up her big guns. 

Judy stared at him. “I don't get it.” 

Eddie said impatiently: "Jeez, stop playing so dumb. 
Sure you get it. You want for me to draw you a diagram?” 

The well known, compromising position—with a wit¬ 
ness on the job, right outside of the motel window. And 
he, Eddie O’Rourk, was the witness that Eddie hap¬ 
pened to have in mind. 

“Then we give him the works.” Eddie said. “If you 
want me to take over at that point, okay. We give him 
his choice. Pay through tlie nose or well have to tell 
his wife what a naughty boy he s been. 

“BlackmaU!” 

"Sure. That’s the idea." 

“Never.” 

Defiance rang in her low, angry refusal. T told you, 
Eddie. I want no part of you and that goes for your 
slimy, crooked scheme. I'd be making myself as low 
and dirty as you are—and maybe end up in jail, besides, 
m never do it. Never in a thousand years. 

“Think it over, baby,” Eddie drawled. “You just do 
some good, serious thinking about how I don t like to 
be crossed, once I’ve got my heart set on a smart little 
deal. I got a notion you'll change your mind.” Again 
he walked toward the door and, as he pulled it open, 
he snarled, “If you ain’t real sure you’re through with 
that dream boy you’re married to, you’ll damn well 
change your mind." 

“I am sure,” she cried to his retreating back. “You 
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can’t threaten me-and I'll tell you something else. 1 
won't be around to play your dirty racket, because I’m 
getting out of this town. I mean it. Tve walked out on my 
husband, and I'll walk out on the town. 1 |ust won't 
be around. Do you understand me?” 

Eddie turned and waved at her. He put a cigarette 
in his mouth before he advised her, "Don’t be a fool, 
kid. Your yen for that guy shows all over, and if he’s 
human, he’s still got plenty of appetite for you. You 
play ball with me and maybe IH return you to him. 
And no harm done that he’ll ever know about.” 

Tm not going back to him, I tell you. There's no 
use in your thinking you can hold that over my head, 
because I’m not going back.” 

The door slammed. But Eddie remained in the room. 
He seemed to have suddenly changed bi^ mind about 
going. He reached out a pudgy hand and turned the 
key in the lock. He thrust the key into his pocket 
“So I can’t hold it over your head, heyr He loosed a 
gutteral laugh. "You wouldn’t mind a bit if I spilled 
the beans about you, no—not a bit You wouldn't care at 
all if the paper here came out tomorrow with your name 
plastered all over it—informing the local citizens that 
one of their own is married to a girl once tried for 
murder—a girl once the mistress of a professional hood 
like me.” 

“The paper wouldn’t print any such thing. I’d sue; 
LibeL Invasion of privacy—” 

Maybe they wouldn’t print it, and maybe they would. 
In any case, I’d have the word out I’d make sure it 
reached your dear husband’s ears. And no matter what 
you tell me, you don’t want that You’d do anything 
rather than put up with that.” 

“No. I don’t care. I don’t care any more. . . 

“Then stop me from doing what Fm going to do,” 
Eddie said, his ugly face contorted. “Go ahead, I 
dare you. All you have to do is yell, and people will 
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be running in here with cops. Of course. I’ll tell them 

everything. I’ll tell about— 

“Shut up! Shut up, Eddiel” 

He laughed triumphantly. Then slowly he advanced 
on her, seized her and pinned her against a wall. With 
the back of his hand, he struck her wickedly on the 
face, die neck. Then he lifted her and carried her to 
the bed, 

“Well, why don’t you yell? Why don’t you scream 
your head off?” 

No sound came from h^ save hoarse breathing. 

He ran his hands over her creamy body, ripping away 
any dothing that interfered. He shoved his dirty nails 
into the flesh of her firm thighs, her soft hips. Then 
brutally and methodically he assaulted her, every part 
of her. 

When he had taken his fill, he slapped her again once 
or twice. 

Then he found the key, opened the door, and marched 
out of the room. 

Judy lifted her bruised body from the bed, staggered 
to ber feet. 

She turned, faced the mirror, and saw the twisted, 
working face of a desperate kid crying hysterically. 

Suddenly she found her fists beating desperately at 
the crack^ glass of the bureau top. She wondered if 
there were any way to have a piece of plate glass mended, 
knowing that there was not. Not a crack like that, deep 
and all the way across. 

Just like the pattern of her own life, which was just 
about the most hopelessly damaged thing in the way 
of a girl’s life she had ever heard of. A sense of her 
own helplessness engulfed her, and she felt as if she 
were drowning in it She didn’t have any more chance 
than a drowning person who couldn’t swim a stroke. She 
began sobbing. 
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Then she began laughing. She looked back at the 
mirror, and shrilled: “Why don't you give up?” 

She kept on laughing at herself. Laughmg because 
Eddie was so right and she didn't any more want to 
leave Paul than the earth wanted to lose the warmth 
of the sun. Laughmg because Eddie had her so com¬ 
pletely in his power that all he had to do was pull the 
switch and that would be her finish. 

Laughing to keep from crying herself sick over the 
most desperately hoping, desperately frightened, desper¬ 
ately struggling person she had ever seen. Herself. 


CHAPTER TEN 

From his early youth, thanks to his mother^s obses¬ 
sive love, Frank Kinney had felt vaguely that life had 
cheated him. Getting older had not helped very much, 
because he seemed to go right on missing the adven¬ 
turous, exciting things. He stiU felt cheated, and he had 
allowed that secret sense of injustice to deepen and 
strengthen until it had become a kind of sickness inside 
him. 

Even Effie had cheated him. There was no other 
word for the cheap trick she had played to get him 
to marry her. And he had never had anything but disgust 
for himself for havmg walked into it 

He had always thought of himself as a colossal fool 
for not understanding that the plainest of girls from 
the most aristocratic of families were not above under¬ 
handed conniving—when they were d^perate to get a 
husband before the last gong sounded. 

He had never forgiven her, and he had never really 
liked her. But he had made a bargain, he had stuck to 
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it, and he had his reputation as the most devoted of 
husbands to prove it. 

To do EfGe justice, she had done her best—in her own 
way—to make it up to him. He owed her plenty, and 
he never denied it. Her influence as the holder of a 
large block of bank stock had been behind his rapid 
rise from a teller^s window to the cloistered sanctuary 
of a vice-president s office. 

The shadow of Effie and her wealth which hovered 
over him had a lot to do with the confidence many ot 
the town widows placed in his advice. Many women 
would go to Frank as if he were the fount of all wisdom 
—and as trustworthy as God. 

It was not at all unusual for an elderly w^oman to 
write a check for every penny she had to invest, turn 
it over to Frank, and tell him to use his ovra judgment 
Sometimes with a remark on the order of; ‘Trank, I 
have three sons. I wouldn^t trust any one of them with 
a dime of my money, not as far as I could throw him. 
If I did, IVe sense enough to know, Td be likely to 
end up a pauper. But I trust you, Frank. Mercy. If 
you were ever (o cheat me, I m afraid I’d lose every bit 
of faith I ever had in humanity. And that's a fact.’* 

It was nice to hear the compliments they sometimes 
paid him. Like that time, three or four years ago, when 
a women’s organization had tried to persuade him to 
run for the state senate. 

“Frank Kinney,* the spokeswoman for the group had 
said, “we need men of your caliber in the state legis¬ 
lature. In fact, we need men widi your integrity and 
character in Washington, If we had men like you 
running things, instead of a bunch of socialists and 
crooks and ignoramuses, this country wouldn’t be in 
the mess it’s in today,” 

Frank had thanked the ladies for the compliment 
they had paid him. But he was afraid he wasn’t cut 
out for politics. 
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Tm not a good enougb mkar,” he had obs^ved, with 
his moe^ rather shy smile, Tm afraid I wouldn't know 
how to go about flattermg the ladies—or kissing the 
babies.*^ 

But he did appreciate the gesture which implied their 
confidence in him. 

For a long time^ mch gestures had meant quite a 
lot to hiHL They had helped, in a small way, to make 
up for the emptiness of his personal life, and to lighten 
the oppressiveness of having nothing to go home to. 
Nothing, that is, except the querulous voice of a great 
lump of a woman who spent most of her time nibbling 
at sweets to make up for the lack of interest or purpose 
in her life. And also to help her forget a certain fact 
that she had always known. That her husband hated 
the sight of her. 

Still, such gestures of confidence on die part of his 
fellow citizens were not enough to fill a man's life. 
And recently, they had begun to arouse a vague resent¬ 
ment in Frank, 

Trustworthy! So was an adding machine. So was a 
eunuch. Added together they gave a pretty good picture 
of his life, to date. And, by God, he was sick of it. 
He was fed up. He’d like to do a little living before 
he died—and there might be something to be said for 
those fellows whose women wouldn’t trust them with a 
dollar. 

They hadn’t got their reputations by living the kind 
of life which had a lot in common with a vegetable. Up 
at seven. Cold shower, summer or winter. Setting-up 
exercises. On with a fresh white shirt and a conservative 
tie. Two boded eggs for breakfast Always two eggs, 
allowed to bod for two minutes. Never a second more, 
or less. Then to the bank. Ten blocks. Walking when 
it was fair, the car when it was rainy. Back home around 
four. EflSe’s lumpy body to look at, EflBe s whining voice 
to listen to. When friends came in, or they went out for 
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a game of bridge, putting up the front of the devoted 
husband. ££Be playing up to him. Darling this, and dar¬ 
ling that. She always addressed him as darling, or lovey, 
before outsiders. She always had. Every chance she got. 
She wanted to impress people with the fact that she 
had caught a husband. A man of her own. Twenty 
years ago, when she looked slated for the old maid list; 
she had wanted that. She still did. 

**Lovey, isnt it time to go home? I don't want my 
hubby to miss his beauty sleep.” Just so damn, puking 
coy and cute-it made his stomach tmn right over. Why 
did she have to make such a spectacle of herself? 
Couldn’t people see how it really was with them? 
Couldn’t they guess? No, they probably couldn't or 
didn’t. 

People were forever stopping him on the street to 
inquire about EflBe’s health. “Your wonderful devotion 
to Effle, through all of her poor health! We do admire 
you so much for it, Frank. We respect you for the 
devoted attention you’ve given poor Effie.” 

Effie’s “poor health" was nothing but a pose. It never 
had been anything but that. It had been the retreat of 
a plain, socially unpopular girl. It had served her so 
well that she had clung to it ever since. But no caie 
seemed to guess any of that, 

Any more than ^ey guessed that there were times 
when he was ready to go out of his mind with boredom. 
Could it actually come to that? More and more fre¬ 
quently, in recent months, he had asked himself that 
question. It always ended in a question mark. 

He didn’t know the answer. He was pretty sure that 
a man wasn’t intended to live out his days in a vacuum. 
There must be a breaking point somewhere. 

There might very well be a point where the sanest 
of men could crack up because the monotony and dis¬ 
appointments of life were no longer endurable. And 
he might reach that point. 
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It had been, roughly spealoDg, about a year before 
that Frank had started to make his eoUection of picturesp 
He kept them in a lacked drawer in his desk at the 
office, and the key to that drawer was never allowed 
out of his possession. 

Some of his associates at the bank had caught on 
that there must be something in that drawer which 
would bear investigating. They were not a nosey lot, 
and there was no question of anyone trying to pry into 
the drawer. But they couldn’t resist the usual kidding. 

They accused Frank of turning into a solitary drinker. 
Which, they warned him, was bad business. And 
wouldn't that give the bank a fine reputation if it were 
to become noised about, ‘‘Boy, you'd better watch your¬ 
self. We don’t want a run on the hank—and we'd sure 
as hell have one if you had to go through a bout with 
Alcoholics Anonymous. Some of the old bats would be 
standing in line before the doors opened.'^ 

“ITl be careful,” Frank would wmt let it 

go that far” ; *'r ’ 

After Judy walked out of the coffee fhcp that day, 
his head was in a whirl. When stopd he felt a 
little dizzy. At the door, he had to pause fbsr a moment 
to steady himself. He knew that he had given himself 
away to her. He hadn’t intended to do that. But it 
didn't matter. 

Nohing mattered except that he had this date with 
her for the next evening. 

It was hard to believe. It was hard to keep his equi¬ 
librium while he was adjusting his mind to the fact 
that it was really true. This was happening to him. To 
Frank Kinney* Who had left his wife’s bed more years 
ago than he could remember—and had never had another 
woman since. 

IVe made a ^eat mistake, he thought vaguely. It isn't 
right, the way I’ve lived, I should have had a mistress, 
I could have managed it somehow. Just as other men 
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do, A mm should have a woman to take to bed at 
regular intervals. Even the doctors advise that. But I 
haven't had—and now this thing has happened to me— 
and it’s almost too muchl 

He staggered a little as he crossed the street and 
went back into the bank. Like a man who had, indeed, 
had too much to drink. 

He was drunk with the exciting thought of what lay 
ahead for him. The excitement quivered through his 
nervous system, making his legs quake like Jelly. 

His excitement intensified as his imagination began 
to take over, building up pictures in which he became 
the lustful animal which he had never once in his 
whole life allowed himself to be. 

He walked past the cages where people stood in line, 
waiting to deposit money or cash their checks. Mostly, 
these were people whom Frank had known for years. 
His eyes went over them and past them, without his 
ever seeing or recognizing them. 

He walked through a narrow corridor toward his 
private ofiBce. He gave orders that he did not wish to 
be disturbed by anycme for the next hour or so. He 
had some important papers to look over. He went into 
his oflSce, locked the door, and sank down in the swivel 
chair in front of his desk. 

His excitement was almost unbearable. 

He felt weak as a dish rag, and he breathed with 
diflBculty. 

He discovered that the sweat was pouring down his 
face. He took a clean handkerchief from his pocket. 
After he had wiped his face with the handkerchief, he 
laid it on the desk in front of him. Then he sat for a 
moment studying his trembling hands. 

His whole body was shaking, his lips were quivering. 
For a moment it worried him, this going so completely 
out of control. 

This isn't good, he thought, shaking his head with a 
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troubled frown. I can’t believe that other men go on 
like this, just because they have the promise of enjoying 
a beautiful girl. 

He wondered if there could be something seriously 
wrong with him. Then he began to worry for fear he 
might not be up to taking adequate advantage of the 
treat that lay in store for him. 

He had gone so long without^e enjoyment of pas¬ 
sion, how could he possibly know that he would be 
up to it? 

I don’t know, he decided, shaking his head slowly. 
But he saw no reason to get upset about it. The chances 
were, there was nothing serious to worry about And 
if there were, tlie solution would be very simple. 

He would take a gun along with him—and if it 
should turn out that there were nothing left of him' 
but the walking shadow of a man, then he would use 
the gun. On himself, 

ni just kill myself, he decided widi surprising calm. 
If things turn out a disappointment, that’s the best way 
out. I’ll just kill myself. 

He decided that that would not be hard to do. For 
a long time he had had nothing much to live for— 
except a vague hope that things might change for himr 
that somehow, through some mirade, he would have 
a short taste of really rich and exdting living. If it 
turned out that even that small hope was an ironic joke, 
then he would be much better off dead. He wouldn’t 
really mind it at all. 

Having made up his mind on that point, he felt calmer. 
And suddenly more hopeful that everything was going 
to turn out all right. 

He thought, with a dmckle, maybe it will turn out 
that I have all the makings of a really gay old dog. 
He thought, then, of the possibility that he could make 
Judy fall violently in love with him. 

Why not? He was older, to be sure. But not too old. 
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Plenty of girls fell in love with men of forty-five. Or 
even older. Statistics proved it Statistics proved that 
among the famous Hollywood lovers, the fifty-year-old 
boys were the real hot shots—led all the rest in arousing 
desire in the female breast 
These pleasant reveries led Frank through a beau¬ 
tifully, appointed boudoir* in which Judy functioned as 
his eager and willing mistress—into another room, not 
quite so clear, where he had established her as his 
permanent partner in illicit love. 

At this point, everything to do with his previous life 
had faded out of the picture. Rogerstown was a thing 
of the past, and so was EflSe. So was Paul Thompson 
whom Judy had been persuaded to desert without much 
diflScuIty* 

As he allowed these dream fantasies to possess his 
mind, Frank lost all sense of time. He seemed to have 
passed beyond all the thwarting confines of time, space, 
and logic^ consideration. 

He was off into that never-never land erected out of 
a man s long-denied desires, his secret lusts. And he had 
the actual half-promise of Judy's body to give his erotic 
fantasies the breath of life and the substance of reality. 
He sat rocking slowly back and forth, without even 
hearing the squeak in the swivel chair whidi had been 
long in need of a few drops of oiL 
He stared at the far wall of the room without seemg 
the steel filing cabinets or the five-gallon glass container 
for distilled water, because all that he could see was 
the beautiful body of a girl who was on fire with passion, 
and the passion was a gift she was bringing to him 
with eagerness and unrestrained delight. 

For a time this girl wore Judy’s face, and the face 
came to him dear and sharp. Then it dimmed a little, 
blurring into the composite loveliness of every passion¬ 
eyed harlot who had ever smiled at him from a picture. 
After a time, his mind came back to the thought of 
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Judy as an individual—back again to the more conarete 
imageries of what tlus liaison, set for tamonrow night, 
might lead to. First, in tenns of one passionate evening 
—and after that, what? 

His libidinous imagination brought her to him in 
many poses—but always she was eager, almost to the 
point of a high frenzy. Always she was ready for him, 
with no pretense of holding back. 

She came as a harem girl, such as he had once seen 
in a period movie, eager to please her lord and master. 
The slave girl merged into an out-and-out wanton, who 
approached him with bold eyes and swinging hips, her 
bright, painted lips parted in both invitation and promise. 
She came as a shy, shrinking virgin who had never 
before known the touch of a man's hand and was there¬ 
fore a little afraid. But behind the doubting and the 
fear in her untaught eyes was the longing. 

Suddenly Frank jerked erect in his chair, looked at 
the small clock on his desk, and saw that it was nearly 
six o'clock. His mind suddenly recovered its sense of 
reality. He told himself he'd better cut out this dreaming 
business, or he'd end up in a psychopathic ward. This 
sort of thing wasn't good, he warned himself. And 
maybe that was the whole trouble with Ms life. He 
had ahvays spent too much time thinking and dreaming. 
Never doing. As a kid, he’d dreamed about being a 
hot shot on the football field. Latex on, he was a famous 
criminal lawyer pleading magnificently before a spell¬ 
bound jury. Still later, he was the irresistible loyer 
pursued by beautiful women who were mad for him! 

What he really was, all that he had ever been, was 
the introvert who had always been afraid of life. 

He got up, stretched his legs, and walked over to 
the mirror which hung above a wash basin concealed 
by a bamboo screen. 

He looked into the mirror and saw himself for exactly 
what he was. A man of forty-five who looked closer to 
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fifty. His hair was getting thin and it was only a matter 
of time until the b^d spot would show. His eyes looked 
strained, his color was bad, and the best he could say 
for himself was that he would nev^ repel anyone by 
his ugliness. He was not ugly. He was so damn com¬ 
monplace that no one would ever give a thought to his 
appearance. It was a safe bet that no woman had ever 
passed him on the street and said to herself, "Now 
there’s a man I'd like to have an affair with,” 

It was a safe bet no woman had ever given a tlK>ught 
to being in bed with him. 

Now that he was looking at things straight, he was 
certain of all this. And to the same degree he knew 
that Judy Thompson had no desire for a clandestine 
date with him. For some reason that was not yet clear 
to him, that girl was terribly scared. It was perfectly 
possible that the suspicious-lookmg fellow had some¬ 
thing cm her, and that she would resort to anything to 
protect herself, 

He nodded to himself in the mirror, telling himself 
that now he was looking facts in the face. She had 
offered to meet him, not because she had any taste for 
him, but because he might be able to help her. And if 
he had any pride or self-respect left—or any decent 
consideration for a nice girl who might be in trouble— 
he would call the whole thing off. 

He washed his hands very thoroughly with soap. Then, 
not quite satisfied, he washed them again. After he had 
wiped them dry, he wet a comb and ran it through his 
thinning hair. He went back to his desk, lit a cigarette, 
and smoked thoughtfully for a minute or two. Then he 
took a final puff, crushed out the cigarette, and opened 
his locked drawer. 

He took out a fairly thick stack of pictures which 
he had bound together with a rubber band. He took 
off the band and laid the pictures on his desk blotto. 
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Then sitting on the edge of his chair, he studied the 

pictures one by one. v r « i 

From first to last, they were photographs ot girls 

who had caught Franks fancy. Some had been cut 
out of newspapers, or from magazines. Two or 
had been cut from calendars. And one, the sketch m 
color erf a beautiful blonde girl lying nude under an 
apple tree in blossom, he had happened to notice on 
display in the window of an artist’s studio in down¬ 
town Baltimore. He had had to offer a fancy price to 
persuade the artist to sell it to him. 

He spent ten minutes or so looking over the pictures 
before he faced, honesUy, what the answer was. He had 
allowed his secret, erotic cravings to grow and grow 
until they amounted to a disease which was poisoning 
his mind. Did he want to let it go on? 

Did he want to allow the process of degeneration to 
continue until finally he was nothing mote or less than 
a nasty old man? One of those depraved old fools 
unable to look at a pretty girl without wanting to 
unfasten her dress? Who made surreptitious trips into 
the back rooms of tobacco shops where other slimy- 
minded old men chuckled and drooled over pictures in 
the kinds of magazines that had to be bootlegged? 

He told himself that he did not, and, by God, it was 
time he was taking hold of himself. 

To prove that he meant every word of it, he started 
to destroy the pictures. One by one, he tore them into 
small scraps and tossed the scraps into the waste basket. 
When he had finished, down to the last one, he heaved 
a sigh of relief. He felt as if he had purged and cleansed 
himself, and he felt much better for it. 

He told himself that he’d made a good start. Now 
to see that he didn’t slip back. There was a lot to that 
old saying which might, or might not, be from the 
Bible, that as a man thinketh, so he is. 

He told himself that he must clean up his thinking. 
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and keep it clean. He must keep a check-rein on his 
mind. And if the worst came to the worst, maybe it 
would be a sound idea for him to make a few inquiries 
from a tard fever on his next trip to Baltimore. Those 
boys were said to be well provided with the addresses 
of obbging ladies—and that, no doubt, was the sort of 
thing he should have done long ago. 

And all could be accomplished in safety—with no 
chance of his little escapades with the scarlet sister¬ 
hood leaking out And no danger of him making a fool 
of himself, either. ° 

He thought, nodding his head aflSimatively, how 
simple everything is. Once a man takes hold of himself 
and faces facts as they are. Tlien everything falls neatly 
into the proper perspective, the solution of a problem 
becomes obvious. And in addition, it gave a man the 
feeling that a burden had rolled oflF his shoulders. 

PresenUy Frank rose, tidied up his desk, and was 
about to leave the office when the phone rang. 

It was Effie. She said that she had gone over to 
Baltimore for the day, she had Just got back, their cook 
had dinner ready to put on the table, and where on 
earth was he? 

Suddenly Frank heard the surprising sound of his 
wife screaming into the telephone, “Damn it, you’re 
supposed to be home by Eve o’clock, If you aren’t, you’re 
supposed to phone, Sarah says that the phone hasn’t 
rung all afternoon. And damn it, you know better than 
to be this late and not let me Jmow the reason.” 

Frank said mildly, “I'll be home shortly. I was just 
about to start when you called.” 

“What are you doing at the bank until this hour 
I’d like to knowl” 

“I had some papers to look over and I lost sight of 
the time. What makes you so excited, Effie? Has any¬ 
thing happened to upset you?" 

“I’m upset by the way you treat me, Frank. I’pi upset 
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because of a lot of tbings you don’t know that I know. 
Oh, God, sometimes I wish I was dead,’’ 

“EflBe, have you been drinking agam?’’ Occasionally 
she did that. Never, Frank was sure, to the point of 
getting drunk. In fact, with Effie's peculiar metabolism, 
he doubted if it would be possible for her to get drunk. 
Instead, she would get violently sick. Even one or two 
drinks seemed to go straight to her head. But on two 
or three occasions, recently, Frank had gone home to 
find her huge body sagging dejectedly in her favorite 
easy chair, while tears of self-pity streamed from her 
eyes—and the empty csocktail glass on the table told 
the story, 

‘‘No, I haven’t been drinkiiig, damn it Tve been to 
Baltimore. I told you I’d been to Baltimore, Didn't 1 
just tell you that? Don’t you listen to anything I say?" 

“Well, I think you’re very foolish, Effie, going to 
Baltimore on such a hot day. You hate the heat—so why 
don't you stay at home and keep cool? I wish you’d take 
my advice about that," 

“Take your advicel" Effie jeered in a voice so com¬ 
pletely unnatural that Frank wondered seriously if the 
heat had been too much for her. Dull and apathetic was 
the usual quality of Effie’s voice. Swearing was so ahen 
to her that it was faintly shocking. 

During the last year or so, to be sure, she bad been 
inclined to give way to occasional fits of unreasoning 
rage. Frank had put it down to her time of life. But this 
violent outburst, with its touch of profanity, was a little 
alarming. 

“Keep out of the heatl" she ranted on. “Stay in the 
house. Pen myself up here—like that crazy Edna Gordon 
they keep locked up on the top floor of their house. 
You'd like that, wouldn’t you? You’d like to make a 
prisoner of .me—so I wouldn’t ever have a chance to get 
out and find out things I'm not supposed to know. Oh, I 
have some pretty good suspicions of what you’re up to, 
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Frank, Don t think I don L I m no fooL I hsvo my way 
of finding out. And III find my own way of dealmg with 
them, too. Do you hear me? You won't get away with it 
You'll never get away with itl** 

While her cx>nfused, senseless tirade battered his ear, 
Frank reached for a cigarette. As he got it lit, he tried 
to fight the downright horrible feeling that EflSe might 
be losing her mind. She had never been too bright She 
had always shown tendencies stemming from the nn * 
healthy mtubitioos of a pl^in, unattractive woman who 
had been afraid of people her whole life long. In addi¬ 
tion to that, he knew that there had been insanity in the 
family. There was an aunt who had had to be sent to 
a sanitarimn at seventeen. 

He preferred to fall back on the heat-stroke theory. It 
was too unpleasant to contemplate Effie taking complete 
leave of her senses. Relations between them were un¬ 
pleasant enough as it was. “What is it that I wont get 
away with?” Frank inquired, faint amusement under¬ 
lying the words. *1 wish you'd tell me—because it s al 
news to me. Honestly.” 

“You won t get away with having me judged incom¬ 
petent—so that you can get your hands on my money to 
spend on another woman. Thafs what you won't get away 
with, Frank Kinney. Don’t you ever tl^k you wiUI” 

Frank heard the bang of the receiver at Effie's end of 
the line. Carefully and quietly he cradled the phone. He 
stood staring into space while he smoked the cigarette 
down to an ash. 

He wondered what a psychiatrist would have to say 
about this phobia of Effie's which had been showing 
itself, in fits and starts, for years. 

She had never before become quite so hysterical on the 
subject, never. And this was a new angle—about his hav¬ 
ing her adjudged incompetent. That was completely new. 
He wondered how she had come to think that one up. 
The rest of it was simply the old story. With absolutely 
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nothing to go on, since there could be nothing, she had 
been accusing him of running after other women almost 
from the start of their marriage. And that, she had let 
him know, was the reason she never trusted him with a 
cent of her inherited fortune to invest. 

The thought, in a way, had its amusing side—and 
Frank smiled broadly as he turned it over in his mind. 
Other wealthy women, outsiders, never hesitated to give 
him their complete trust 

But not his own wife. EfiSe kept her money, exactly as 
her father had left it to her, in the hands of a Baltimore 
trust company that had power of attorney to invest and 
reinvest as it saw fit Frank was never even allowed to 
see their semi-annual reports to her. She said that it was 
none of his business how much she was worth. 

Because once he found out, she knew exactly what 
would happen. He would think up ways to get around 
her to get his hands on some of it. Then he would start 
flinging it away on his other women. 

To save his life, Frank could not figure out how she 
got such ideas in her head. Not that it mattered espe¬ 
cially, where her notions came from. The important thing, 
the tragic thing, was that two people should live out an 
entire Ufe together with nothing between them but 
suspicion, dislike, and mutual misunderstanding. 

What a horrible way to live, Frank thought, shaking 
his head sadly. What a goddam waste—and what a fool 
he had been not to walk out on Effie at the very begin¬ 
ning. But be was fond of her, he had felt sorry for her, 
and he just hadn’t had the heart to do it. 

Now it was years too late to do anythmg about it— 
except try to make the best of things. 

But the images were back. As he drove slowly 
tlirough the twilight toward home, his mind seemed on 
fire with them—and so did his body. His aching, throb¬ 
bing, long denied flesh spoke a language of its own. I just 
have to have her, he thought helplessly, giving up to his 
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flesh. The tears came into his eyes. The tears of his 
over-wrought emotioiis. It was just too much to expect of 
a man. To give up a chance like that. And even if he did 
strike her as a sad-sack of a man, maybe Judy would 
never let on. She seemed a kind and thoughtful girl. 
Maybe she would let him believe that he was a wonder¬ 
ful lover who could make her very happy. 

Again he fell to thinking about what might be in 
store for him on the following night—and he could hardly 
wait. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Effie was like a child in many ways. She was like a 
child now as she looked up at Frank through her tear- 
brimmed eyes. Confused and humiliated, it was diffi¬ 
cult for her to think what to say. How could she tell him 
that she was very much ashamed of herself? If he were 
angry at her for saying such mean, unjust things to liiTn 
she couldn’t blame him. 

She wanted to tell him how sorry she was. 

Suddenly she was hit by an astonishing wave of self¬ 
revulsion and she wanted to tell him that she knew she 
had never been anything but a cumbersome burden to 
him, that she had spoiled his life, and that she had no 
words to tell him how sorry she was. 

Frank walked across the room, helped himself to a 
cigarette from the silver box on the beautiful old 
mahogany table, lit it, and picked up the evening paper. 
Standing, he scanned the headlines. Outside of a brief, 
"Hello,” he had said nothing and apparently had no in¬ 
tention of referring to their phone conversation. 

Watching him, the tears kept welling up in Effie’s eyes. 
Tears of self-reproach—or was it guilt?~scalded her very 
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soul She thought of how kind and gentle Frank had 
always been. She wondered if tiiere were any way on this 
earth she could make him like her again. She wondered 
if it would do any good to diet and reduce har weight 
Three different doctors had told her that she’d be a lot 
better off if she were to lose at least fifty pounds. If she 
were to do that, maybe her clothes would look like some* 
thing. The beauty parlors could do such wonders these 
days. With a Little effort and seU-dcmal, she might look an 
entirely different person. Then maybe Frank would be 
proud of her—instead of ashamed. Ob, he had tried not 
to let on, be had never thrown it up to her, but she had 
known for a long time that he was ashamed to take her 
places where every other woman looked slim and sleek 
and carefully groomed. 

Men were always ashamed of fat women, 

"‘Frank?” she said, uncertainly, 

“Yes?” He was smiling to h^elf over something in 
the paper, 

“I m awfuUy sorry I spoke to you the way I did over 
the phone.” 

Frank shrugged, “Forget it,” he said. 

But Effie couldn*t forget it, and later, at the dinner 
table, she insisted upon bringing it up again. 

Over the soup course, she led up to it by suggesting a 
plan which had just come into her head* 

“Frank,” she asked, “could you gat six months of leave 
from the bank?” 

Frank shrugged. He supposed so* If he wanted to. 
Why? 

Well, Effie said, they had never had a really nice 
vaeation together and they weren’t getting any younger. 
She had more money than she knew what to do with 
and they weren’t getting a thing out of it, “IVe often 
thought ” she said, “that Td like to go abroad. Almost 
everyone I know has been to Europe—but I never have, 
IVe never even seen London.” 
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"Well, why don’t yoo go?" Frank was attacking the 
roast witli the carving loiife and giving it most of his 
attention. Whats stopping you? You're a fool if you 
don’t get some enjoyment out of your money, Effie. You 
could arrange to go on one of those world cruises. Take 
a year to do it It would do you good.” 

Effie was staring at him unhappily, "I wouldn’t go 
without you, Frank. It woiJdn't be any fun going alone. 
But if you would go with me—” She gulped a little ice 
water and choked on it. After the coughiiig spasm had 
stopped she went on, “Oh, won’t you do it, Frank? Please. 
We could have such a happy time. We wouldn't have to 
consider money. It would be^why, it would be like a 
second honeymoon, dear!" 

She smiled shyly at him . 

""Maybe we could make it a real honeymoon. If I take 
oflf some weight and buy some pretty clothes—maybe 
you’d—want to make love to me againl” 

Frank stared at his plate and concentrated on his 
eating. He was afraid to let Effie see his eyes. Afraid she 
might read in them how ashamed he felt for her, how 
both his flesh and his mind were revolted by what she 
had j\ist proposed. 

He said quietly, Tm afraid it’s too late for that sort of 
thing, Effie." 

"Why? Why is it too late? I’m not too old and neither 
are you ” 

“I don’t want to talk about it,” Frank said, still not 
looking at her. 

"Well, I do want to talk about it. I’m your wife and I 
guess that gives me a few rights." Her voice was rising 
and he knew what that meant After calming down, she 
was working herself up again. If she went into another 
of those hysterical tantrums, he didn’t see how be could 
stand it. But he didn’t know how he could stop her, 
either. 

He went on eating. Chewing his food carefully. Taking 
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a sip of water, saying nothing, trying to pretend the con- 
versaHon was finished. That conversation. 

“It’s no wonder that people in this town are saying I m 
a little cracked,” 

Frank took another sip of water. 

“Are people saying that, Effie? If so, they be 

cracked themselves." Trying to make a joke of it.^ Fat 
women rarely crack up. Didn’t you know that? Its the 
sldnny, nervous, high-tension women who end up on a 
psychiatrist’s couch. So Im told, 

“Stop making fun of my size, dammit When I was 
young, everybody made fun of me because I was too 
skinny. Now it’s because I’m fat And I m sick of having 
my looks thrown up to me. Can I help it because I wasn’t 
bom a raving beauty? Can I help it that I want 
my own husband to treat me like a husband? Cm I 
help it that I want my husband in my bed? Sometimes 
I chew my nails and grit my teeth, just from wanting 
you to come back. Can I help all that? Can I?” 

Frank’s eyes came up dazedly, to see EfiSe moving 
around the table toward him. So this was the way it was. 
And why should he be so surprised? Why bad he for¬ 
gotten that girl, on fire with her first taste of passion, who 
had once seduced him? Why had he forgotten certain 
nights, during the first year or so of their marriage, when 
her stark sensuality, her insistent passionate demands, 

had amazed him? i i f 

He supposed that he had pushed it all to the back of 

his mind because he wanted to forget. A woman begging 
for love was such a pitiful sight to a man who was unable 
to want her, or find joy with her. When he had finally 
managed to abandon her to her solitary bedroom, he had 
also managed to abandon his memories of the kind of 
woman she really was-and later on he had mmaged to 
convince himself that she had lost all interest in that. 

She stood close to him. The cord which fastened her 
cotton robe had come untied, and he could feel her large. 
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pendulous breasts touching him. He said nothing. He 
reached for the glass of water. 

Tm not so terribly unattractive. Am I, Frank? Im a 
woman—and if you gave me half a chance, why couldn’t 
I make you just as happy as any other woman?” She 
laughed harshly. After all, we’re all pretty much alike in 
the dark. Aren’t we?” 

He said stiffly, “I wish you wouldn’t say things like 
that, Effie.” 

The pleading voice went on. “All I’m saying is that 
I want my husband back. It hurt when you left my bed 
and never came back, Frank. You’ll never know how 
much it hurt. For a while, after I found out how it was 
going to be, I did nothing but cry when I was by myself. 
For days I couldn’t take an ounce of food on my 
stomach. Every time I tried to eat. I’d choke on it.” 

"You’ve made up for it since,” Frank said dryly. That 
did it 

“There you go,” Effie shrieked. "Throwing that up to 
me again, and I know why. It’s because you can’t stand 
the sight of me-and I know why that is, too. It's this 
other woman you’re running around with, I guess all you 
want to look at is her. It makes you furious because you 
can’t be with her all the time-and you take it out on me.” 
Effie was screaming, 

"She’s what you want She’s what you want to look at 
She’s what you want to take to bed. So I’m just your 
fat old wife who's left out in the cold. Well, I can’t stand 
it,” Effie croaked. T won’t stand it” 

Frank had taken all that he could. For the second time 
that day he allowed the governor to slip off his tongue, 

It was the way it had been when he’d sat there staring 
aCTOss a small table at Judy—and suddenly had heard 
himself sajing the words showing her his naked desires. 

Now he rose, laid down his napkin, and stated flatly: 
“Okay. Have it your own way. There’s another woman 
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I want m get her if I can* And what are you going to 
do about it?” 

Then he turned and walked out of the roouij out of the 
house, and down to State Street. He spent the next few 
hours roaming aimlessly around* 

Occasionally, when he passed one of the bars, he would 
step in to have a quick ona And after each drink, he 
would tell himself, “Man, you'd better watch it. You really 
are turning into a bad ease.” 

But the repeated warning did little good because 
behind it, giving all of his better judgment and commou 
sense the laugh, was the image of a delicately curved 
wanton, Judy Thompson, reaching up her Bjjns to him 
and begging for his lips. The wanton kept smilmg at 
him and telling him that she wanted him. On his final 
trip into a bar, the image seemed so clear that he won¬ 
dered if others at the bar could tell what he was seeing. 

It did not occur to him to wonder what they must think 
of dignified, circumspect Frank Kinney hanging around 
the town drinking spots until long after midnight 


CHAPTER TWELVE 

Making up her mind as to what was the sensible thing 
to do, Judy found, was quite simple. Forcing herself to 
do it was something else again. 

After Eddie had gone, leaving his bladcmail plan be¬ 
hind him, Judy spent the rest of the night on a land of 
internal battleground. One minute her thoughts would 
rise like a geyser, high and exultant, telling her that if 
she would just hold on to her courage and stick it out, 
she would win. Something would happen. She would 
think of some trump card she didn't know she held and 
end up by beating Eddie at his own game. And after 
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this Dightmarish interlude, she would find herself back 
with Paul. Only things would be more wonderful than 
ever—because when you were crazy about a man, then 
lost him for a little while, getting back in bed with him 
couldn't help but be better than ever. 

While she was thinking about that, she would remem¬ 
ber her reason for walking out on Paul, Well, that had 
been silly. In retrospect it seemed to her that she had 
made a mountain out of a molehill—or maybe she had 
just wanted an excuse to run away before Paul got wise 
to a few things and kicked her out 
Paul had got rough because he was drunk and he'd 
got drunk because he was sore about that bracelet busi¬ 
ness, And his mother nagging at him, brying to start 
something between them, just as she was always doing. 
So the upshot of it was that for a few minutes Paul had 
carried on a little like a sex maniac. And so what? 

If a man was in the mood to do a little rough and rug¬ 
ged sexing, there certainly wasn't a better person to do it 
with than his own wife. If Judy hadn’t been so upset and 
worried that she just wasn't in the mood for any kind of 
sex, gentle or otherwise, she would probably have gone 
for it in a big way. Because since when had she turned 
into a delicate little bud to be handled with care—when 
Paul was doing the handling? 

She just had to laugh at that one. She sat on the bed 
with the second bottle of brandy she had ordered sent 
up. 

Then she took another drink, stopped laughing, and 
asked the mirror across the room what was so goddam 

If she could really find anything to laugh at in this 
hopeless setup, she must be getting weak-minded. 

If she had the sense she was bom with, she'd face it 
She just couldn't win. She didn't have much sense to 
start with, and she'd handled her affairs all wrong , . . 
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and maybe it didn’t matter if she was unlockyj or dumb, 
or whatever she was. 

The point was that a girl couldn’t win if she was 
licTced before she started, if there was no out, there was 
no use in hoping that one would turn up . , . and the 
only escape for her was to leave town, fast. First thing 
in the morning. 

And put Paid out of hei mind for all time to come. 
She just had to. There was nothing else for her to do— 
because she just couldn’t stand it if she went on thinking 
about him, wanting him, yet knowing that it was aU over 
between them. 

Presently she slept. When she awoke, late in the mom- 
ing, her mind seemed to have resolved her problems. She 
was all set to go through with a strategic retreat—and no 
looking back once she had left town. 

She showered, dressed, and went out to get her break¬ 
fast. 

She had no appetite and it took a lot of doing to choke 
down two pieces of buttered toast. But she drank three 
cups of coffee and while she was sipping the last cup she 
thought about the church picnic—and what a wonder¬ 
ful, joyful day it would be for Paul's mother. Because 
by tliis time Grace would have heard the glad tidings 
that Paul and Judy had separated. By this time it would 
be all over town. In this burg such little tidbits traveled 
with the speed of light. 

For a minute she hated them, all of them. She hated 
Grace, always trying to hide her enmity toward Judy 
with that forced sweetness. And couldn't she just hear 
her smug remarks, once Judy was gone. “I tried to make 
the best of it, for my dear son s sake^but I always knew 
that marriage was a mistake.’' 

She hated every single person she knew in this town. 
They were all alike, smaU-town minded, narrow-minded, 
conditioned to regard every outsider with suspicion. 

She even hated Paul, He was on their side. He was 
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one of them. And maybe it was Just as well things were 
breaking up right now. Because it would have come to 
that in the end. After she had stopped being such a 
pleasant novelty amimd his bedroom, Paul would have 
decided that sex wasn't everything. Didn't a man always 
decide that, once he began to get bored? Oh, it would 
have come, sooner or later. Then he'd have turned on the 
big guns, saying that he just couldn't go on living with 
a wife who persisted in keeping her whole past a secret 
Translated, that would mean he was fed up and she 
might as well get out. 

Then the hate was gone and she knew it hadn't been 
hate at all, but cmly a defense her mind was throwing 
up to help her believe that what she had to do was a 
pretty good thing. 

Presently she left the drug store and walked to the 
bus station five blocks away. 

Having made up her mind, she was in a kind of 
frenzy to be on her way. She was afraid of any delay, 
afraid of herself and her own wavering mind. She 
frowned at the ticket seller, as if she were accusing biTn 
of lying, when he said that a bus for Baltimore and 
Washington had just pulled out 

Eight o'clock that evening. That was the next one. 
Sure, he was sure. It wasn't his fault. No use starting an 
argument. All he did was sell tickets, give out the infor¬ 
mation like it was written down, and wish to Christ he 
lived in a cooler climate. Like maybe out in CaMomia. 
Although he'd be damned if he really believed it was cool 
out there, like people said. He didn't believe it was that 
cool anywhere. It just stood to reason, if it was hot as 
hell in one place, it was the same way everywhere else, 

"Okay," she said. "Keep your shirt on, brottier " 

Judy went back to the hotel. 

She napped, showered, and worried through four 
steamiiig hours. A htlle before six she went over to the 
Jolly Roger to get a light supper. It wouldn't do to say 
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goodbye to the girls because she didn’t want to an- 
Bounce she was leaving town. But she’d had fun with 
that gang and she would like to see them before she left. 

Sa^e Williams had just come on duty, and the minute 
she caught sight of Judy her slightly pop eyes started 
blinking. That was the signal that Sadie was about to 
burst with some gossip morsel Judy went behind the 
counter to wait on herself, and found Sadie blocking her 
way. *^00 to the little girls’ room " Sadie whispered, “ni 
be there in a sec. Got something to tell you.** 

“I don’t want to hear it,” Judy said a few minutes later. 
"I don’t want to discuss my husband with you or anybody 
else, Sadie. I’m sorry ” 

"Well, you’ll sure be sorry if you don't listen to what 
I got to teU you,” Sadie said. "And pretty silly too, if you 
ask me. I was at that picnic today. I just got back. And 
after what happened, ^er all the talk that was going on 
about you, I think you owe it to yourself to find out a few 
things." 

"What things?" Judy didn’t want to ask. Neither could 
she stop herself from asking, 

"Is it true that you and your hubby have split up?" 
Sadie asked. 

Judy shook her head. She just wasn't going to talk 
about it 

Sadie shrugged, "Okay. If you don’t want to answer a 
civil question. If you knew this town the way I do, you’d 
talk fast enough. You’d want people to hear your side 
of things. If it was me, I wouldn’t want everybody say* 
ing I’d left my husband because he’d asked me for a 
divorce. Because he was still in love with his old girl, 
Hope Ridgeway. And then—” 

“It's all news to me, Sadie. Both about the divorce, and 
about Hope. This is the first IVe heard of any of it.” 

“Well, in that case,” Sadie advised, "I'd certainly do a 
little plain talking to that guy you re married to. You don’t 
have to put up with the way he was acting today, Judy, 
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If evaything is okay, I don’t see why you didn’t come 
along to the picnic with him. It just gave Hope Ridge¬ 
way a chance to make her pitch for him. I don’t know if 
she really wants Paul back. Or if she was just trying to 
m^e Bob Phillips jealous. You can search me which way 
it is. But it sure leaves you in a fuimy light, what hap¬ 
pened. It’ll give the gossips something to jaw about for 
months to come. And since you’re my friend—” 

‘What happened?” Judy said sharply. “Stop heating 
around the bush, Sadie. Tell ma" 

Sadie laughed. “Now that’s a funny one, your putting 
it that way. Beating around die bush. Because you might 
almost say that’s what happened.” 

‘What happened?*” 

Well, all day Paul had been acting sort of funny. T ikA 
bed had too much to drink. You know. Ixioking sort of 
glum and mean. Staying to himself. Then when it was 
time to eat, Hope got him to come over and sit beside 
her. Bob brought her to the picnic—but she was off him 
like a dirty shirt, and all she did was play up to Paul 
Pushing bits of food into his mouth, like he was a dog 
or something. Then laughing fit to kill—and all the time, 
sort of laying up against him." 

“Aren’t you making some of that up, Sadie? I never 
heard that Hope was like that.” 

Well, she was sure like that today. If she’d been an 

animal out on the farm, I’d have said she was—well_ 

just plain in beat. Like a mare or a dog bitch,” Sadie 
giggled, “Anyway, it went on like that You could see 
Bob Phillips watching them. You could see he was get¬ 
ting sore. Anyway, after they were through eating, Paul 
and Hope disappeared. You know all the trees and 
bushes up there, so there were plenty of places to dis¬ 
appear behind. Well, the next thing, some lad 
yapping that Paul and Hope were back in the bushes, 
kissing like crazy, ’The kid s mother slapped his ears good 
and hard. And a couple of minutes later, there came an- 
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other kid, screaming that Paul and Bob were hai^g a 
fight that was a diUy. WeU. I don't know how much of a 
fight it was. But youx hubby got a black eye, md Bob 
PMlips lost a tooth, and that wench, Hope Ridgeway, 
looked so pleased with herself it would have made your 
stomach turn right over.” 

“Thanks,” Judy said. “Thanks very much for telling me, 

Sadie.” . 

Then she turned around and left the coffee shop, went 
back to her hotel room and tore up the bus ticket. 

The hell with taldng that bus, or with leaving town 
imtil she’d evened up that little score. 

She’d be damned if she’d have people saying that 
Paul had given her the bum’s rush because he wanted to 
go back to his old girl. 

If he had had himself such a wonderful time cavort¬ 
ing in the bushes with that Hope character, it was a game 
that two could play. How fortunate for her that Frank 
would be waiting for her, not thirty minutes from now. 
No bother about finding herself a partner in sin. The 
stage, the man, and the sin were all lined up. 

Just a matter of get ready, set, gol 

She got ready by unpacking her bag for the sixth time, 
slipping on sheer silken rmdies which she was sure would 
give Frank a terrific thrill and sipping brandy while she 
dressed. 

Then, as she stood before the mirror putting on a last 
touch of hpstick, she seemed to be lookmg into Paul's 
eyes—and she was melting inside, A tightness choked her 
throat; she seemed engulfed in emptiness. I cant go 
through with it, she thought. All the time Ill fcsel as if 
Paul is wat chin g me. Ill feel like a prostitute^ 

Then, angered by her own weakness, she gulped more 
brandy. Drink plenty of it, she ordered herself. Drink 
enough so you won’t worry about him watching you, 
or about how you feel. All you want to think about is 
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him going after her, with everybody practically watching 
them carrying on. You just keep your mind on that and 
you won’t care what you do or whom you do it with* 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

It was another hot dawn when Frank awoke, stared at 
the girl still sleeping beside him and again felt tom 
apart with a convulsive spasm of ecstasy. 

In sleep, Judy had the look of a dreaming child. Her 
long dark lashes made sweeping shadows over her 
flushed cheeks. Restless, she had shrugged off one stoap 
of her gown and her dark, wavy hair lay over her bared 
shoulder, accentuating its delicate curve, the firm texture 
of her creamy flesh, 

Frank lay for a moment, just feasting his eyes on her. 
She looked like an angel to him* An angel sent by 
heaven to make up for all that he had miss^ in life. If 
he could only have her for his ownl Why, he thought, Vd 
walk out so fast it would make your head swim. Walk 
out on everything, the town, the job, EflSe, Why not? 
Just for six months with this beautiful he would do it 
What would he have to lose? What had he evm' had to 
lose? ^ 

He was afraid of waking her for the desperate 
hope taking form in him might be spoiled 
He was afraid she might look at him with dislike, per¬ 
haps even with revulsion. He was afraid her eyes might 
teU him that everything that had happened last night 
had been a nightmare to her. 

God knows, she had been kind to him in a way 
that had brought his youth flowing back into his blood 
He trembled at the thought of it, unable to believe it had 
actually happened to him. 
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He recalled how he had said that to her. 

He bad been lying, propped on one elbow, looking 
down at the delicious sight of her. Suddenly, mojdng 
closer, he had caught her by both anns. As he ^d so, 
her dark head went back, her eyes dosed. He could see 
her w^m red mouth softening and opening inch« b^ 
low his own. But she would not open her eyes, dthough 
he begged her to do so, and finally he said in illogical 
anger, “Dammit, what's the matter? Can’t you bear to 
look at me? Do you dose your eyes to pretend that Im 
someone else?" 

She opened her eyes to him then, smiling a httle. 
“Why did you ask me that?” she said. 

“Well, it’s what women sometimes do, I imagine. When 
they’re being taken by a man against their will’ 

Her low whisper was scarcely articulate: “I’m not being 
taken against my will, Frank. You needn’t put it 
way. I came of my own accord, didn’t I? You didnt 

make me. No one made me.” 

^es ” he said* “I know.” Then he reached for her lips 

and tasted the nectar whidi seemed to flow from them. 
Then he groaned, “You don’t understand. I suppose 
there’s no way to make you understand how wonderful 
you seem to me. Tve wasted so many good ye^s starv¬ 
ing for someone like you. It’s almost too much. 

Then, for the first time, she voluntarily put her 
around him and drew him to her. He could not teU if 
she was crying; or if it was simply the thick, 
whisper of a girl seized by passion. “Never thmk that 
anything is too much. Just because it’s good. Just-don t 
think. Take smything that’s good while it’s TOinm^ 
Frank. Take it and enjoy it and make the most of it while 
it lasts.” 

Later, a few seconds later, he knew that she was 
ing He felt her tears on his dieek, and he heard her 
choked sob as she wHspered, “The c^ces are it wont 
last long. The good things never do.” 
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That was what she had said last night And what 
would she say this morning? 

He felt he could simply lie there, looking at her, for¬ 
ever. But the spasm of longing was working in him, and 
he could not keep his hands and his lips from her. 

He leaned toward her, brushing her mouth vrith his 
tongue. Then he ran quivering lips down her throat to 
her bosom. She opened her eyes. 

“Hello,” she said, making a smile for him 

He smiled back at her. “Have a good sleep?” He felt 
shy before her now. He wanted to tell her he was crazier 
about her than ever. He wanted to wrap his arms around 
her and make love all over again. 

But he was so afraid of spoiling everything, 

“Oh, sure,” Judy said, “I had a grand sleep.” She 
yawned, stretched, and replaced the unruly strap of the 
gown. Then she lay for a moment, her dark hair spraying 
the white pillow case, letting her eyes roam around the 
room. 

It was a cute room. She liked bedrooms done in maple 
and bright chintz. Frank explained he hadn’t liked the 
idea of taking her to a motel room, so he had thought of 
this cottage. It belonged to an estate and the bank had it 
up for sale. No one but himself had a key. There was 
no chance of anyone walking in. It was nicely isolated in 
a lane at the edge of town. The family next door was 
away on vacation. 

Judy yawned again. Then with the announcement that 
she’d better get up and get dressed, she was off the bed 
so swiftly Frank had no chance to coax her back. 

While she went into the bathroom he got up and put 
on his own clothes. When she returned, buttoning her 
dress, Frank was standing by the window smoking a 
cigarette. He stared at her for a minute before he asked 
her bluntly, Judy, have you ever been any man’s mis¬ 
tress? On a regular basis, I mean." 
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Her eyes went perfectly expressionless as she stared 
back at him, ”Why do you ask me that?” 

He begged her not to be angry. He just wanted to get 
something straight He had run into that Eddie O'Rourk 
fellow again. Yesterday. They had had a few beers to¬ 
gether, The man pretended that he wanted to talk some 
more about that hill property—but he really wanted to 
talk about Judy. 

"He implied a few things,” Frank said carefully. "I got 
the impression that—well, that he was tied up with your 
past in some way. I—” He addai, as if in self-defense, 
"I called him a liar ” 

"What did that skunk say about me?” Judy walked over 
to Frank and caught his mms. "What did he say, dammit? 
Go on. Tell me,” 

For the very first time Judy saw a look of slyness in 
Frank's eyas. For the first tune she was really sure of 
what she should have understood right along—he was no 
difFerent from any other man when he was after a 
woman. If it came to the point, be would cheat like aU 
the rest, 

"Are you going to tell me?” she said angrily. 

He replied that he wanted her for his mistress. 

"No.” 

He looked at her thoughtfully. "I think, yes.” 

And then Judy got one of die shocks of her life. She 
saw a gentle, kindly, thoroughly decent man's face 
sharpen with sensuality, grow ugly wth mthlessness and 
lust. 

Now he was the one who was gripping her arms. 

"I want you,” he said. Tm sick of a life that's nothing 
but waiting. I've been dying from that kind of a hfe. 
Well, you're what IVe been waiting for and, by God, I 
won t give you up.” 

"What did that rat tell you about me?” 

"Never mind what he told met What he told me is 
neither here nor there. But Til assure you of this much. 
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There's nothing he or anybody else could tell me about 
you that would make any difference about my w^ting 
you. Nothing/ That husband of yours. It might make a 
difference to a young lool like Paul who didn't under¬ 
stand what it meant to spend most of a life aching for 
somebody like you. But I understand. It's you I want 
Not what you were—or weren't—in the years before I 
found you.” 

Judy turned her back on him and walked over to the 
dressing table* She spent several minutes doing her 
mouth and arranging her hair. She lit a cigarette, took 
several quick drags on it. And all the time she was think¬ 
ing, so that's Eddie's game. Both ends against the middle* 
Trying to force me to blackmail the guy. At the same 
time trying to peddle the dirt about me, to him* Never 
miss any angles. That was Eddie* 

She whirled suddenly, her eyes blazing: “How much 
did you pay that rat to spiU my personal affairs?” 

Frank shook his head, looking slightly amused. “Not a 
dime. On the contrary, he seemed inclined to push some 
money my way. He gave me some tips on the races, Sure 
to pay off. So he said” 

Judy snarled, “Isn't that just fine and dandy? The re¬ 
spectable town banker, and a guy anybody who wasn't 
blindfolded could spot for a cheap crook, hitting it off 
like buddies. That’s too sweet. Well, let me give you a 
tip. You’d better steer clear of Eddie's horse tips, if you 
don't want to go through the wringer.” 

And a minute later she was screaming no to Frank's 
proposition—a proposition he had worked out as care¬ 
fully as one would ejqiect of a precise-minded, careful 
banker. 

She had told him last night that she had moved tem¬ 
porarily to the hotel. That, he thought, made everything 
very simple. No complications at all. 

She was to remain at the hotel Frank would take care 
of her expenses. As to her Job at the restaurant, she could 
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suit herself. If she wished to keep that, for the sake of 
appearances, well and good, Frank would not ask her to 
give It up. 

As a matter of fact, he would ask very little of her. 
Only that she belong to him. Only that she give him 
the promise of two nights a week. On those nights they 
would come here to the cottage, 

Judy stood with h^ back to him, her knuckles rapping 
lightly on the dressing table. Through the mirror she saw 
him walking toward her. She lowered her eyes. Now she 
did not want to look at him. Suddenly she detested the 
sight of him. Suddenly she was afraid of him, A nice 
squeeze play for a girl to be in, she thought grimly. And 
it gets worse aU the time. First it was Eddie. Now, a 
frustrated, aging lecher tries his band at the same game. 

He put his arms around her. He bent his head to kiss 
the little hollow behind her ear. “I love you so much,*' he 
said, **rd do anything on earth for you, Td desert my 
home for you, my job, everything. By God, if I were put 
to it, rd steal for you. All I'm asking in return is that you 
be a little—kind,*' 

“Kindt** Judy croaked, “That's the way old guys like 
you always put it. Just scatter a few little seeds of land- 
ness in your direction. Meaning, just cx>me through when¬ 
ever I want you to. Or else." 

His face had turned ugly again, “Old,” he said. “So 
you had to throw that up to me. You just had to do it, 
didn't you?” 

She winced from the pain of his hands gripping her 
shoulders. 

"Well, by heaven, I didn't act like an old man last night. 
You can't accuse me of that. I was a good enough lover 
to suit any woman and—” 

“Oldr she taunted, “Just an old fool who gets a taste 
of a young girl—and runs right off his rocker,” 

He was slapping her face, first one cheek, then the 
other. "Stop that!" 
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‘Tou deseive to have me say it You’ve been mean and 
tricky. I promised to give you a date if you’d refuse to 
sell Eddie a lot. So what do you do? You run to the guy 
and try to pump him about me.” 

“That's a lie. I don’t want to know anything about yon. 
I don’t carel I want you. That’s all I care about. I'll pay 
anything—” 

“Your wife’s money, I suppose. A fine, noble, admir¬ 
able proposal, I must say. You'll buy a mistress with 
your wife’s money,” 

“I have money of my own. I’ve saved a little. I can 
get more. A banker has ways of making money here and 
there” 

“So what am I supposed to do? Sell out here and now 
—or you’ll go trotting to Paul with what you’ve found 
out? God, you’re no better than Eddie, You aren’t a hit 
better. It’s still blackmail, no matter whose mouth it 
comes out of.” 

“I didn’t say that I didn’t make any threats, Judy.” 

Suddenly, without looking at him, she turned and ran 
out of the room, out of the cottage, and up the lane 
which led to the highway. She was almost to the end 
of the lane when Frank’s car caught up with her. He 
slowed down to a crawling speed, moving along beside 
her. 

“Get in, Judy,” he said, *TIease.” 

"No, thanks. I’m a good walker, I like to walk” 

“Judy, honey, I didn’t mean to turn you against me. 
God knows, that’s the last thin g I want. I lost my head. 
I said things I never meant to say, when I inquired about 
your past. AH I want is to have you like me a little. All 
I’m asking is the chance to be good to you, to make life 
a little easier for you.” 

“I’m used to a rough life. I wouldn’t know hew to 
handle a life in which I got the breaks. Guess I’d prob¬ 
ably drop dead from the shock.” 

“Don’t be bitter, honey. You’re too young, too lovely, 
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to be so bitter* Why should you blame me for loving 
you? What you said about my age is perfectly true* 
You're young enough to be my daughter, and I wouldnT 
expect to keep you vei^ long. But just for a little while, 
honey. Vd tiy so hard to make you happy," 

He stopped the car at the little incline where the lane 
joined the highway* She turned, then, and looked at 
him. She saw the tears in his eyes, and his face looked 
altogether kind and tender. 

“Please get in," he said again. 

She gave in, finally. And when he suggested driving 
to a nearby town for breakfast, she agreed. 

They went to the hotel, no more than a glorified 
boarding house. While they waited for the waitress to 
bring their coffee, Frank left Judy to get a monmig 
paper. While he was gone, Judy stared around the ugly 
room and decided that all men should drop dead when 
they reached forty. 

All he was able to buy was the Rogerstown Clarion^ 
devoted almost exclusively to town doings and personal- 
ities* 

Frank sat down across from Judy, lit a cigarette for 
her. He gave her a funny look before he said, “I'm afraid 
you're in for a little bad news, honey.” 

Judy held out her hand for the paper. When he 
seemed reluctant to let her have it, she grabbed it away 
from him. It was on die front page under what, for 
Rogerstown, was quite a sensatioiial headline: 

DIVORCE RUMORS FANNED BY 
BRAWL BETWEEN ARCHITECT AND 
FIANCE OF HOPE RIDGEWAY 

The story gave a slightly cleaned-up version of the 
fight which had made the picnic thoroughly worthwhile 
even for those who did not care for picnics* It added 
spice to the account by reporting that attractive Judy 
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Thompson had taken a room at the Lee Hotel and, ac¬ 
cording to friends, she and her popular architect husband 
were planning a quiet divorce. 

She looked at Frank and tried to smile, 

Frank studied the smile. He knew it was the forced 
cheerfulness of a girl whose pride was trying to cover 
up the beating she was taking. He had never felt so 
sorry for anybody in his life. 

He would like to get his hands on Paul Thompson 
and give that young scamp the beating of his life. He 
ought to be made to get down and crawl to her, made 
to lick the dirt at her feet. 

At the same time he, Frank Kinney, could have 
crawled at the feet of the faithless, unappreciative young 
rascal in gratitude. He thought, this ends it. She'll never 
go back to him now. Shell never forgive him for this. 
When a girl is deeply hurt, she hungers for s)mipathy. 
She hungers for someone who will do all of the loving, 
all of the giving, and if a man is older, so much the 
better. An older man demands so little, he can take 
such pleasure in comforting a girl who is in trouble. 

He leaned toward Judy and his low-spoken words 
had an oily quality, '‘Don’t take this too much to heart, 
Judy. Try to see it in its true perspective. You married 
a boy who wasn't mature enough to settle down to 
marriage. That's what it comes to ” 

Judy sipped coffee and stared into space at nothing. 
T was like a package in a grab bag. After a time, Paul 
got fed up with not knowing what was in the bag. That s 
what it really comes to.” 

“He had as sweet and beautiful a wife as a man could 
want. If he wasn’t satisfied, he was a fooL I beg of you, 
honey. Don’t let this throw you.” 

“What do you expect me to do?” she asked dully, 
“Laugh about it? Get up and do a dance?” 

Frank said, “You’ll get the last laugh. Mark my words. 
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the day will come when that boy will suffer for treating 
you this way,” 

“Oh, sure. Hell just suffer and suffer and suffer—in 
that other dame's arms. And please stop pitying me, 
Frank. I don’t want any damn pity. Not from anybody,” 
*1 don’t pity you, I only want to tell you what's the 
sensible thing for you to do,” 

"Okay, Go on and tell me ” 

“Let me see you through this, honey. Let me take 
care of you for a little while. Stop making things so 
hard for yourself by fighting your way through every¬ 
thing. Let somebody else do (he fighting for a change. 
Let me have the pleasure of doing things for you until 
you get over this blow,” Then he waited for her reply. 
Her reply came in a dull voice, devoid of emotion, 
“Okay. You're so hellbent on being kind and cheering 
me up. How do we start?” 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Judy surprised herself by having a better day than she'd 
expected. There was something to be said for a man who 
put up with a girl's acting glum and moody and sonry 
for herself. It was nice to be indulged like a child taken 
for a day's outing. If she stopped in front of a shop 
window to admire a hat, or some earrings, or a sheer 
negligee, he wanted to rush right in and buy it for her. 
And if he had any ideas in his mind, as she knew he did 
have, he had sense enough to keep them to himself. Not 
once did he suggest taking a hotel room for a few hours, 
so that she could get out of the heat and take a little 
nap. She really had to give him credit He used his head. 
They drove back to Mogerstown late that evening. 
Frank let her out of the car a few blocks from the hotel 
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She promised to see him the next Tuesday evening—with 
the reservation in her own mind that she might decide 
not to be the town banter's girl friend* 

There had been another storm which had cooled 
things off. Now it was really a lovely summer evening, 
an ideal evening to feel pain at the sight of lovers walk¬ 
ing along, hand in hand, completely lost in their own 
dreams of enchantment 

Judy hurried into the hotel and up to her room. All 
day long she had been unable to meet her personal 
catastrophe head*on* Now she was anxious to be alone, 
behind a locked door, where she could face it There, if 
she wanted to cry, she could cry. If she wanted to drown 
herself in self-pity, she could do it She could get the 
worst of it over with. 

She opened the door, walked into the room and there 
was Paul in the big chair by the window* ‘‘Ive been 
looking for you all day,” he said, “Where have you 
been?” 

Her shrug implied that was her own business. 

It imphed, further, that whatever she did from here 
on was her own business. 

Paul said that she was his wife and what she did was 
his business. He got up, crossed the room and tried to 
take her in his arms* Slie tried to push him away. Then 
she felt his mouth smothering hers and was frightened 
by the tmbearable excitement which quivered through 
her. Was she to be taken in this easily? Was she going 
to pieces at his touch because of one passionate kiss- 
just like a harlot who had no will or pride? 

She willed her body to grow taut with resistance. 
Then she pulled away from him, informed him he had 
no right to be in this room, and went to the bed, She sat 
there with her back to him* In the mirror she could see 
him pacing nervously up and down while he said the 
things he had come to say. He cotjdn't take much more 
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of the way things were breaking for him these days, he 

announced. » , j. > 

“You can't take much more of itl Well, really. Ju(ys 
mirthless laugh implied that that was one of the funniest 
ones she had heard yet. In a sickening kind of way. 

Paul strode over to the bed and leaning down, he 
caught her hands. He told her he had threatened to sue 
the paper for the lies they had printed. Oh, sure, he 
had got in a fight with that guy. Not his fault, heaven 
knew. He never wanted to fight anybody. Certainly not 
over Hope Ridgeway. He had not been making a pitch 
for that tramp. A girl like that needed a husband. Be¬ 
cause she didn’t have one, she went after every guy like 
she was going to gobble him up. There were times when 
it was kindness to suffering animals to give a girl like 
that a little petting. So help him, petting was all it was. 
Not another damn thing. “Don’t you believe that, babyt^ 
Judy laughed shrilly. “No, you lying buzzard. I don’t 
believe a word of it. Did you really expect me to?" 

He sat down beside her. He tried to put his arm 
around her and she shoved his arm away. 

“Judy," he pleaded. “Please listen to me. Please be- 
beve me, I love you, baby. After you walked out the 
other day, I was beside myself. I drank too much. I kept 
it up for half the night b^use I couldn’t sleep. I kept 
thinking how awful it would be if you never came back. 
I nearly went crazy," 

“That’s too bad." 

“Judy. Listen to me, baby. I love you so much that if 
I lost you I wouldn’t give a damn what happened. I’d 
go nuts. Judy. You are coming back to me. Aren’t you?" 
“Nor 

“Because of that row we had the other day? About 
that bracelet?” 

“Because of everything. Because we never should have 
married in the first place. It started out wrong. It never 
had a chance to be right. And I wish you’d do us both 



130 


EX-MISTRESS 

a favor and get out of here without any more yapping 
about it." 

The silence was so thiclc she could have cut it with 
a knife. Then Paul grabbed her fiercely. This time there 
was no getting away from him. He Idssed her, then he 
forced her back on the bed and threw his leg across her. 
When she protested and started to fight hiin he 
laughed. He pulled her dress open and started groping 
with his hand for the places which he knew by heart. 
He was well on his way to his husband's rights when 
Judy gave a sudden, violent push witli her foot Then 
she was on her feet and standing by the bed, 

“Don't touch me, Paul Don’t touch me any more, 
understand?” 

“Darling, that's not fair. Why shouldn’t I touch you? 
I love you.” And without waiting for encouragement 
from her, he forced her to the bed again. His hands 
petted and probed. His lips were at her breasts. He tried 
to push her clothing aside* 

Judy was thinldiig fast* His caresses, his passion, were 
far from being unanswered. On the contrary, deep 
within her body a hunger was asserting itself every bit 
as compellingly as his. If she resisted him^ she told her¬ 
self, he would only take her by force, so that she would 
get nothing out of it, and probably he would ruin some 
perfectly good clothes by tearing them to pieces. And 
after all, she was human too. Paul was the only man who 
had ever been able to truly satisfy her, to adet^uately 
bring her contentment. And she did not propose ever 
to return to women, to the Idnd of life she had once 
led for a few weeks with that land and pretty, but 
completely noxious Ella. 

Since she was going to be taken anyway by this man, 
by this husband, she might as well make the best of it 
and enjoy it, Judy told herself. And so it was that Paul 
suddenly found her completely yielding, completely 
surrendering. 
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Delighted with the abrupt victory, he tempered his 
haste. Lovingly he helped her out of constrictmg gar¬ 
ments, outer and irmerj and with tingling, titillating 
hands he rolled the nylons from her legs. Then with the 
eagerness of a boy he drew her to him, and, as eagerly, 
she enveloped his body in her embrace, sweetly and 
sldUfuUy accommodating her flesh to the thrust of his 
seething manhood. It was heaven for iliem both. All 
was forgotten in the compulsions of the moment, the 
vibrant exchange of passion, the trade and play of can¬ 
did lust. Sigliing and groaning together, mingling their 
breaths and the very juices of life, they soared like some 
mythical rider and mount into the very heavens, there 
to achieve the hot, blinding ecstasy known only to a 
man and wife who, whether they know it or not, truly 
love each other. 

And Judy did not know it* at least, she chose not to 
know it. But she hated to give up this taste of paradise 
without another portion. After all, this app^ed to be 
her last chance. Why not do things right? Why not give 
him something to remember her by? 

Paul lay in the languor of a>mplete fulfillment. He did 
not object—indeed, was happily surprised—when instead 
of abandoning the bout, Judy renewed it Hitherto, dur¬ 
ing their marriage, she had not disclosed all her knowl¬ 
edge to him, the arts and tricks she had learned from 
such as Eddie 0*Rourk, calculated to bestow upon a 
man some of the less commonly known, but uncommonly 
potent, ecstasies of the flesh. She had not wanted Paul 
to be aware that she knew such things, because they 
could only be knovra to the experienced, the tainted. 
But now she threw sudi precaution to tiie winds. She 
devoted herself to arousing him, using every trick known 
to womankind. Her hands and lips were everywhere. 
They were doing things strange to him, and superbly 
sweet, unbearably stunulatmg. Never before had be so 
appreciated his wife, his Judy. 
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She laughed, pleased and excited by his renewed 
ardor. In response, in gratitude, he tried to please her 
as she was pleasing him. He devoted himself to her 
secret places, to her soft mounts and lovely rosy curves. 
He worshipped at the shrine of her body, and eagerly 
demonstrated his readiness to do anything to pleasure 
her as she was pleasuring him. The enthusiastic love 
play soon had them both triggered and tormented be¬ 
yond endurance. With a wild surge of flesh to flesh, their 
bodies once again met and mingled. Ecstasy! Ecstasyl 
This was it This indeed was it . . , and each knew that 
no other could bestow it upon him in such measure, in 
such degree. 

Just the same, she forced herself to jump up from the 
b^. She flung herself Into her dothing, hastily repaired 
her make-up, ran a comb through her hair. 

“What are you doing, Judy?^ 

^ m going. I told you, didn’t I?” 

“After thatr 

“Yes, after that. That was goodbye ” 

“But didn’t it prove that I love you, that you love me?” 

She turned her back on him, 

“I meant it, Paul,’’ she said quietly. “I'm through. Can 
I make it any dearer?” 

He sat up, said bitterly, “You’ve made plenty of things 
dear. You don't want me any more. Maybe you never 
did. Maybe you sickened on the deal because I haven’t 
made much money. Is that it?” 

“No, That isn't it.” 

‘Then what is it? Won’t you tell me? For the love of 
heaven, Judy, won’t you tell me why all of a sudden 
everything is loused up? Is it something I’ve done? Is 
it something I haven’t dona? The other day you walked 
out, pretending to be so offended because I mauled you.” 
He laughed harshly. "A passionate, hot-blooded gal like 
you. Walking out because your husband played rough.” 
He shook his head. “That doesn’t make sense. Does it?” 
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"No.** Judy admitted it 

“Then what is it? This secret, hush-hush business 
about your past?” 

"Stop asking me about that,'* she screamed. ^Stop ask¬ 
ing itr She was ready to go after him with her nail file. 
Her past was on her back for all tune. She was stuck 
with it. 

She let out a shrill scream. It was sheer hysteria, Paul 
jumped to his feet and caught her wrists. “l*ook here, 
baby. Whafs wrong with you?" 

“You’ve always wanted to know what it was that I 
wouldn’t tell And youVe always said that whatever it 
was, you could take it, YouVe said that, A thousand 
times over. Haven’t you?” 

“Certainly, I’ve said that And it’s the truth, so help 
me” 

“Is it? Is it? I wonder. I really wonder just how much 
you could take without walking out of this room ” 

*T could take it,” Paul said, with the positive emphasis 
of a man who doesn’t know what he is talking about 
“I could take anything. If you’d only clear up this mys¬ 
tery. It s built up a wall between us and I can’t get over 
it. That’s what I can’t take,” 

“Okay,” Judy said recklessly. "Let’s tear down the 
wall and get it over with. Let’s find out if you want to 
come over on my side. Or if you just can’t face crawling 
through all the muck and dirt.” 

She told him. Then she watched him slowly turn his 
back on her and walk over to the window. She wondered 
how long it would take him to make up his mind what 
he wanted to say to her, what words he would use to 
tell her he didn’t want to stay married to a trollop who 
had once been a racketeer's moll. Ihe chances were, she 
thought, that he would do it very politely. Paul had 
never been one to use coarse language unless he’d been 
drinking. All she could see was his profile, as he stared 
down at the street. She had always loved his profile. She 
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had loved everything about him with the desperate love 
of a girl who had never had anyone else she really cared 
about She supposed that was the reason she had made 
a land of god of Paul. It wasn’t really safe to care diat 
way about any man. A girl shouldn't let herself do it, 
unless she wanted to end up holding the bag. 

She had a long wait before Paul finally turned to her 
with the tortured eyes and the haggard face of a man 
who had aged twenty years in five minutes. He said 
bluntly, ^Ve got to tliink this over, Judy ” 

“So you can't take it,” Judy was laughing again, and 
again her laughter was pierced with a hysterical note. 
“Well, I warned you, Paul. A girl with a past. Some of 
that past walking around Rogerstown right this minute, 
in the form of Eddie O'Rourk. Didn’t 1 say you couldn’t 
take it?” 

“Don’t put words in my mouth. I didn’t say anything 
about taking it or not talcing it. I said I had to—think,” 
“Your thinking is already done and you know it” 

“Why didn’t you tell me about all this before, Judy?” 
“Now there’s a brilliant question, I must say,” Again 
came her harsh, high laughter. “For the simple reason 
that I didn’t want to see you looking at me the way 
you’re looking right now. As if you despised me for an 
unclean thing.” 

“That’s a He,” 

“Is it?” She grabbed for a difficnjlt breath. “Well, I 
don’t see you stumbling over yourself in a mad dash to 
take me in your arms and say tihat all is forgiven,” 

Her forced flippancy drained away and she stood 
woodenly before him, trying to swallow the sobs that 
were choking her throat. Finally she said, the words 
tremulous, “Because I wanted to hold on to something 
sweet and lovely as long as possible. I always knew it 
was in the cards—that you’d have to find out sooner or 
later. Well, now it’s later, and why don’t you go, dam- 
mitl There aren’t any graceful exit lines for a time like 
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this, so don't strain yourself thinking one up. Just go 
ahead and go.'' 

He caught her arms and stared at her with desperately 
intent eyes. Then he let her go without saying a word. 
He did not speak until he had orossed the room and 
opened the door. TheUp veiy quietly: “This has been 
quite a shock, Judy. When a man has been bashed over 
head, he needs a little time to come to. He needs a 
little time to decide what he must do about it.** 

“All you need are a few stiff shots and a good night's 
* sleep. By morning youTl be all right. So will L IT! get 
along fine. Don’t you ever think 1 won’t.” The words 
were like so many hard pebbles tossed at a closed door. 

Judy stared steadily at tbe door for a moment. Then 
she laughed, shrugged, and went to hunt a cigarette. 

In a way she was glad to have it settled. Now she 
wouldn’t have to worry about it any more. She could 
give up her death clutch on a few thin hopes that never 
really had a chance. 

Now she had found out that there was nothing to 
hope for. 

T>vo days later, she found that out all over again. 

The Rogerstown Clarion carried a gossip column in 
imitation of the big-time columns. Friday’s edition 
carried a paragraph: 

Your girl Friday learns by way of the grapeoine that 
Faul Thompson^ whose looe life has taken on a few hectic 
complications^ has left for a trip west^ to be gone indef¬ 
initely. Does this mean Reno? 

Yes. Judy hadn’t a doubt of it. This meant Reno, 

Reno for Faul meant Frank Kinney for her. Why not? 
She no longer had anything to lose. She didn't have 
enough fight left to strike out for a new town on her 
own. What was the use of fighting anyway? 
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There was a lot to be said for taking the easy way. 
Especially when a girl was so very tired, and when she 
no longer caredL 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


During the next six weeks Frank Kinney’s conduct of his 
life bore a strikiiig resemblance to a hypnotic trance. 
His friends said as much. His fellow officials in the bank. 
were disturbed. When one of their own laid himself 
open to gossip, the shadow touched all of them, and 
even the bank itself. The public was inclined to gauge 
the safety of bank deposits by the reputations of the 
bank’s guardians. If a bank director wished to do a little 


helling around, he should take himself a business trip to 
New York. If he wished to play the heavy lover to a 
glamorous gal before be was too old to do any loving 
at all, he should enjoy the resurgence of his red cor¬ 
puscles at a safe distance from Rogerstown, 

It had become town talk that Frank was having an 
aflFair with Judy Thompson, whose husband had lacked 
her out With nothing to go on—since Pauls mother had 
shut up Kke a clam—people said Paul had gone west to 
get a divorce. They knew that Judy had taken a suite 
in that new, modern apartment house where the rates 
were very high. She had stopped working at the Jolly 
Bpger; No one saw very much of her but when they did, 
dhe was dressed fit to kill 

IAa 'it positively shameless the way Frank would take 
inlio the main dining room of the hotel for dinner, 
Kfeld'bought a new car, too. There was talk he’d bought 
it in Jud/s name. She used it as though it were hers, 
flaunting it before everybody. Everybody felt sorry for 
poor EflSe Kinney, She never seemed to come out of the 
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house. All alone in there, eating her heart out, no doubt. 
Poor soul. But it was no wonder she was ashanaed to face 
people. The way Frank was carrying on. 

Some of the whispered gossip got to Frank, who 
simply laughed. 

He laughed when the chairman of the board of bank 
directors tried to do a little straight talking to him. 
Frank happened to know that the big, balding, strut¬ 
ting, self-righteous buzzard of a chairman had had a 
blonde shacked up in Washington for years. 

TjOoIc, Frank said, with the bold assurance of a man 
who for the first time in his life felt like quite a fellow. 
“You do your wolfing your way. Ill do mine my way.” 

The chairman shrugged. Voicing the hope that Kin¬ 
ney would come to his senses before it was too late, he 
gave up the argument 

No one could argue with Frank. He took the attitude 
that his personal life was his own business. That was his 
answer to anybody who showed the mdination to put 
in his two cents' worth. 

But he cmildn't say to a bank examiner it was none of 
his damned business how nearly twenty-five thousand 
dollars entrusted to the bank for investment had disap¬ 
peared. . . . 

It was in early September when Frank walked into his 
oflice and was given the bad news. The examiner would 
be on hand the following day. All books and accounts 
were to be in order for Idm to look over. 

Summer was not really over, but that morning there 
had been the first real tang of fall in the air. It had 
reminded Frank, as he walked to work, that frost and 
winter were not far away. That, in turn, had reminded 
him he must look around for a new overcoat. Something 
sporty for a change, he decided. 

When he found out about the bank examiner, he for¬ 
got all about the overcoat Now he was none too sure of 
needing any kind of an overcoat. The minute he was 
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alone in his office, he sat down at his desk and grabbed 
his head. There was nothing particularly painful about 
his head. Not yet. It seemed to have gone completely 
numb, and he wished it could stay that way. But it 
wouldn’t. 

It didn’t. Embezzlement. That was the fancier word, 
more favored in banking circles. He hadnt a chance of 
covering up-or of replacing that money within twenty- 
four hours. Not a chance. 

He lit a cigarette in the vague hope that a smoke 
might help him to figure things out. It didn t. He leaned 
back in his chair, and in the spirals of smoke, all he could 
see was the start of it. That day when Hattie Lowden 
had walked into this very room carrying a small satchel. 
It was the style that used to be referred to as a Boston 
bag. 

Miss Hattie was approacbmg eighty, but she had made 
up her mind to live to a hundred. She had said, Frank, 
m my time, government bonds were the best investment 
in the world, But not any more ” 

Then the old lady had opened her bag, fished out 
close to a hundred thousand in bonds, and spread them 
in front of Frank. She wanted to cash them. Frank was 
to use his owm judgment in reinvesting the money. What 
she was after was as big a return as possible—with safety. 

As he saw it now, from that day to this he had not 
been altogether sane. Only one thing had really mattered 
to him. It had been the motivating force behind every- 
thing that he did. 

Make Judy so happy ihat she would not want to leave 
him-that summed it all up. The small sums he had 
•Ijorrowed” from Miss Hattie’s account grew into larger 
sums. He had to have money, didn’t he? If he were to 
buy a fine, new car, pay the rent for an expensive apart¬ 
ment, keep the apartment filled with fresh flowers, go 
into the most expensive shops in Baltimore to buy clothes 
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and lingerie for a beautiful woman, a thing he had 
dreamed of doing his whole life along. 

Of course a man had to have money for that sort of 
life. And so the nibbling at the old ladys account 
had started. He had said to himself right along, you 
couldn't call it stealing, not when he fully intended to 
replace every penny of it. The very day that one of 
Eddie O'Rourk's racing tips paid off in a big way—as 
the fellow had promised him they would—then he would 
repay Miss Hattie's account. With interest 

When he started to lose on the races, Frank couldn’t 
understand it. That fellow ought to know how to make 
money gambling. Frank, however, lost on one horse 
after another, In the hope of retrieving his losses, he 
raised his bets, and lost still more. What he was after, 
what he was desperately hoping for, was one of those 
long-shot wins that you read about in the papers, A 
man put down a hundred dollars or so—and won thou¬ 
sands m the few minutes it took a spirited horse to 
circle a trade. It happened to other men. Why shouldn't 
it happen to him? 

But it hadn't happened. Nothing had gone right. The 
horses wouldn't run for him—and Judy wouldn't love 
him the way he longed and bungled to be loved by 
her. She was sweet and friendly, and very appreciative 
of his gifts—until that bottle of perfume for which he 
had paid fifty dollars. She had become quite angry about 
that. She said she didn't want him spending that land 
of money on trifles for her. In fact, she wanted him to 
stop spending money on her. Period, 

Then she had added, harshly, 'If you think you have 
to pay me back for being nice to you, forget it. IVe 
never given you anything that rates a fifty-doUar bottle 
of perfume." 

It was a horrible price to have to pay-for a girl who 
had never given him any more response than a big, 
Ump doE lying in his arms. 
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That’s the way it really was, he thought now. Suddenly 
he was enraged! 

Why, he thought, she never really wanted me—and 
she didn’t pretend to. Most of the tiine it was a little 
as if I were alone in the bed, And now he was alone 
to face the music for playing the middle-aged fool who 
should have known better. 

Well, he was damned if he’d face it alone. He lifted 
his hand and sent the empty coffee cup smashing into 
the mirror. He laughed because the glass didn’t break, 
and because the waitress was staring at him with alarm. 
The girl thought that he'd gone berserk, and in a sense 
he probably had. Or else he was saner than he’d ever 
been in his life before. As he lurched out of the drug 
store, he wasn’t sure which it was. But be knew what 
he was going to do. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Late that same afternoon, Judy was so busy getting 
her clothes packed that she didn't hear the knock 
the first time. She had made another of her quick deci¬ 
sions to move on. She had decided to leave town and 
this time she was really going through with it. She 
would go to New York and hunt for work. She wasn’t 
cut out for the life of a kept girl. She had never intended 
to keep on with Frank, anyway. He had been wonder¬ 
fully good to her. For a girl who was heart weary, bone 
weary, and so down in the dumps that she didn’t care 
what happened, Frank had been a life saver. But now 
her energies had returned. She had resigned herself to 
putting Paul and her marriage in the filing cabinet of 
the past, and she was impatient to finish up the love- 
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cottage deal with Frank which at best had been simply 
a makeshift. 

She had her plans all made. Tonight she would see 
Frank for the last time. The poor guy was probably 
in for a few bad moments and she felt very contrite 
about that. It was a shame that he hadn't tried to be 
a little more hard-boiled about their affair. Now, she 
supposed, he'd carry on like a lovesick boy whose first 
sweetheart was walking out on him. 

Well, there was no help for that. Maybe she could 
cheer him up by being especiaUy nice tonight—and 
reminding him of what beautiful moments he would 
have to remember. 

And she would also remind him that the whispered 
gossip about them was gathering momentum with every 
day that passed. She had enough on her conscience with¬ 
out being responsible for Frank being kicked out of the 
bank—or his wife being put away in a sanitarium. 

She closed her bag, set it in a comer of the bedroom, 
and went to the kitchen to mix a rum and coke. She was 
prying the cap from the coke bottle when she heard 
the knock. It was an insistent pounding. 

Opening the door, she recoiled swifdy, Eddiel 

It had been a while since she had seen him. She had 
managed to push her worries about him to the back of 
her mind. With her marriage really washed up, there was 
no more harm he could do in that direction. She be¬ 
lieved he had got it into his head that she would have 
no part in any blackmail scheme against Frank. For 
more than three weeks he had let her strictly alone. 
Frank said that he seemed to have lost interest in the 
night-club deal. Judy had sold herself on the hope 
that he'd gone back west. Or south, or north. Or some¬ 
where. 

But here he was. 

^What do you want?" Judy said. 

Eddie walked into the room. He took a look at the 
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thick wall-to-wall carpeting, the modem functional fur¬ 
niture, the huge picture window whidi Ramed the 
rolling Maryland hills in the distance. 

Ed^e chuckled. ‘‘Not a bad joint, babe. Not to be 
compared with what I did for you. But not bad, for a 
small-town banker making his &st grab at soma pretty 
curves.*' 

*What do you want?” Judy repeated, looking With 
loathing at his fat, ugly face. 

Eddie said that the &st thing he wanted was a drink. 

She led the way to the kitchen, handed him the rum 
bottle, and told him to help himself. Then would he 
please get going? She said that she happened to be 
extremely busy. 

Eddie said, sure. He'd be glad to go—as soon as they'd 
taken care of a few httle matters that were on his mind. 

‘Tor instance, this,” Eddie said, and right away she 
realized that she’d been lured into giving him the open¬ 
ing he was waiting for. She pushed out her hands to 
protect herself as she saw what was nothing more or less 
than a ferocious animal who was lusting for her, had 
been lusting for a long time, and now was determined 
to have her. Then she was fighting him from her back 
on the bed. She told herself she was a fool to fight him, 
Eddie was such a mean, dirty enemy. If she could force 
herself to he compliant, to accept his animal advances 
for a few horrible moments, she could send him away 
in a pleased mood. And by this time tomorrow she 
would be gone and would never have to bother about 
him again. 

But she couldn’t do it She’d be damned if she’d let 
his prowling, prickly, horrible hands go on dirt)dng her 
up—and when she got her chance, she reached for the 
hand mirror on the night table beside the bed. She 
held it tightly and banged it against his forehead. The 
glass broke easily and cut a deep gash. The blood came 
and, with an oath, Eddie was on his feet and making 
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for the bathroom. For some mysterious reason, Eddie 
was afraid of blood poisoning. Judy couldn’t imagine 
anything more poisonous than Eddie s own blood in its 

natural state. i_ i. 

When he came back into the room he was breathing 
hard and still dabbing at his wound. "You damn little 
fool," he snarled. “I came here ready to give you a 
break.” 

"You and your breaksl” 

"You never did know which side your bread was 
buttered on. And you needn’t reach for any more 
weapons. If a babe don’t want me, the hell with her. 
So now all I want from you is some dough. I happen 
to be referring to your banker friend's dough. The time 
has arrived to give him the busine9%-and don’t play 
dumb. You know what I’m talking about. When’s your 
next date to earn this joint you’re sleeping in? I w^t 
to be on hand when the sucker starts making Uke 
Romeo ” 

She mixed a frown with what was intended to be a 
disarming grin* “I*m not telling* 

“The hell you’re not." He took a threatening step 
toward her. "Are you going to tell me, like a good girl? 
Or do I have to take hold of you and shake it out of 
youf^ 

“You can’t blackmail him, Eddie. You just try it. You 
just try making trouble for Frank Kinney and when I 
get through talking you’U be making for the Mexican 
borderl” 

His hands were back at her again, on her wrists, then 
pinning her arms in a brutal vise. 'Ton crazy fool* You 
havent any sense at all, trying to threaten me* You 
wouldn't be the first broad who tried to ^ve me the 
business, and didn’t live to wish she hadn’t ” 

She started to speak and he slapped her month. 
“Shut up* You talk when I teB you to talk. You answer 
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my questions—and no lying if you want to stay healthy. 
Whens your next date with this guy?” 

Judy checked her rage and pretended to give in. Her 
one thought now was to get him back in a friendly mood 
—only she should have thought about that sooner. Her 
chance was to play for time and give him a lie that 
he would swallow. 

AU right. She moved away from his hand, put one 
clenched fist on her hip and tossed him a smile. "You 
wm, Eddie. I know when I’m licked. Tomorrow night. 
Eight o clock. Drop by the pretty little cottage up the 
lane. I’ll turn on the ignition, and you can watch that 
poor sucker go through his amorous routine.” 

“You’re sure you ain’t trying to pull a fast one?” Eddie 
said. 

She smiled at him sweetly. "Why should I? Do you 
think I want to end up sprawled in a ditch? First stop 
on the way to the morgue?” She shook her head vigo^ 
ously, “Not me." ® 

All right, Eddie said. "See you tomorrow night, then,” 
He said it quietly, mildly. 

After he was gone, it occurred to Judy that he had 
sounded just a little too quiet and mild. That was very 
suspicious. She was tempted to get out of town without 
seeing Frank again. But that would be too mean. She 
couldn’t bring herself to be so mean to a man who had 
been so very kind to her. She just had to say goodbye 
to the poor guy, and sweeten up the bitter dose as best 
she could. 

That left her nothing to do but hope for the best and 
keep her fingers crossed—a decision which turned out 
to be another serious error. She learned that too late, 

Judy left her apartment around seven-thirty. The 
days were growing shorter and it was dark. Although 
they were seen around town together, occasionally dined 
together, they had adhered to one strict rule, Frank 
never came to her flat The isolated cottage seemed much 
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better protected from curious eyes. Frank bad taken 
a year's lease on it under an assumed name* 

She waited two blocks, turned the comer, and saw 
Frank waiting in his car across the street. She waved. 
^'What’s the matter?'" she asked. Even in the pale light 
his face looked pasty white, and after driving for a few 
minutes he stopped the car. He told her to change 
places with him and do the driving* He didbi't feel up 
to it 

She asked him if he were sick, 

^T1 tell you later*" That was all that she could get 
out of him until they reached the cottage. Frank went 
into the little sitting room ahead of her and switched on 
the lights. 

“Aren't you going to case the joint for prowders?” Judy 
asked, grinning. That had become a standing joke be¬ 
tween them. It was Frank’s habit to look around the 
house carefully, the very first thing* Sometimes he would 
even go outside and investigate the shmbbery. Judy had 
never made up her mind what he expected to find. 
Robbers, peeping Toms, a detective, or his wife doing 
her own detecting. In some ways he was a very timid 
man. 

“Not tonight," Frank said* T haven't the timer 
And for tlie very first time he neglected to grab her 
passionately in his arms the minute iJiey were inside. 
Apparently he hadn't the time for any of those things, 
either. That was so surprising that Judy completely 
forgot that she was about to tell him goodbye forever. 

He didn't even sit down, or tell Judy to* He simply 
stood for a minute, staring at her. He looked awful* 
She had the downright horrible feeling that she was 
staring into the eyes of a dead man. Suddenly she burst 
out, “Frank, what in God's name is the matter with you? 
You look ill. Why don’t you say something? Stop staring 
at me like that. TeU me whats wrong" 

It came then, “Judy, I want you to go away with me. 
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Tonight. Well live together from now on, just you and 
me. We can take some other name, pretend that were 
married. No one will ever know the difference. Will you 
come, Judy?” 

She decided at that point that he was drunk. “Frank,” 
she told him, I think you'd better go home and sleep 
it off. You simply don’t know what you're saying. You 
couldn’t possibly mean what you just said. And you 
wouldn’t have the bad taste to be—joking.” 

Then she was aware that a madman was clutching at 
her, telling her that he meant every word of it. He was 
telling her he’d stolen money, a great deal of money. 
And she was responsible! Did she understand that? Could 
she get that into her head? She’d done the same thing 
to him that countless other sirens had done to countless 
other bedazzled fools like himself. Just led him straight 
down the road to ruin. You could go right back to Salome, 
who had swung her hips, smiled out of her harlot’s eyes 
and demanded the head of a man. Now it had happened 
to him—Frank Kiimey. And in a way, it was all right. 
In a way it was a good thing that matters had turned 
out as they had. Now everything was absolutely settled. 

He was still holding Judy’s arms in a life and death 
clutch. “I have fifty thousand dollars in cash, right here 
in my pocketl We can live on that for quite a while, and 
when it’s gone—well—” He tried for a laugh and it came 
out a croak. I’ve brought along a gun, too. That will 
take care of my worries when the money is used up— 
and you’ll always be able to find another man to cheat 
and steal for you.” 

Judy still didn’t believe him. It was too horrible to 
believe. Things like this didn’t happen. She stared at 
him, and he glared back at her. He was waiting for her 
reply. 

“Well, he said finally, “why don’t you say something? 
Does it shock you speechless, what I’ve told you? Why 
should it? You’re used to driving men crazy with desire 
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for you* One poor Idd killed himself because he cx)uldn*t 
have you. You went on trial for his murder! And youVe 
lived with a notorious crook. Ev^ that kind of a rat 
can t get free of you. He has to keep after you and after 
youl I don't see why you should be shocked because 
Im the same as the others, Don't you think I'm as much 
of a man as they are?" 

Judy took a few steps away from hnn, *Traiik" she 
said finally^ “I don't believe any of this, I can't believe 
it. Not of you. I think this is some land of a crack-up,” 

"“It s a crack-up, by God, You re right about that,” 

“Why don't you go somewhere and buy a drink? Then 
go home and try to get a good sleqi, YouTI feel like 
yomself in the morning,” 

111 never go home, never again. Can't you understand 
what I'm saying to yon? Tm in trouble. If I stayed 
in town, tomorrow I'd be headed for jail I don’t want 
to go to jail. I want to go away with you and if you 
don't believe I have fifty thousand in folding money 
look _ ” 

She stared at the bills which he spread on the table. 
She still didn't believe it Then she looked at the gun 
he laid down beside the bills, “Is that thing loaded?" 
she asked anxiously. 

At this moment, the door from the kitchen opened 
and Eddie walked into the room. She knew, then, that 
he had been there right along. It was all very simple, 
really. Veiy logical, when you knew how Eddie's devious 
mind worked. Being a liar himself, he could spot an¬ 
other fellow's lies. He had guessed she was lying to him 
this afternoon. He had simply driven to the cottage 
ahead of time, forced his way in and waitedL 

And she knew exactly what he was going to do^and 
say—right now. She knew exactly how it would be, and 
there was no way to stop him. She would go on her 
knees and beg him if it would do any good. But she 
knew that it wouldn't. He would be delighted to see 
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her crawling to him, but it wouldnt change what he 
was sure to do. 

It wouldn*t stop him from drawing his own gun and 
grabbing the bills on the table, backing out of the room, 
and leaving Judy standing there completely helpless. 
Helpless to stop him from making his getaway. 
Helpless to keep back the tears when she heard the 
tragedy of a whole life in Franks curiously quiet words: 
“Well, I told you once how I liked to dream about 
going on a great adventure. But I was never quite up 
to doing it'' 

Judy cried: “You should have grabbed your own 
gun and shot him!” 

“Yes, of course I should have, Judy. But he seemed 
too much for me. Life has always seemed a little too 
much for me. I told you that ” 

She couldn’t move. She stood exactly as if she were 
paralyzed. Watching. Just watching. As Frank finally 
picked up his gun, smiled—as if to say she really mustnt 
worry about him—and put the gun to his head. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

When the police walked in twenty minutes later, Judy 
was in a state of hysteria. She had the gun in her own 
hands. She had been fingering it and staring at it and 
asking herself why she didn’t have the guts to turn it 
on herself. It was the second time she had watched a 
man kill himself before her eyes—and she knew what 
had happened that other time. Did she want to go 
through all that again? Could she go through it? 

The police found her kneeling beside Frank Kinney’s 
body, 

“I suppose you're going to arrest me,” she said. ‘TTouTl 
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say I lolled Wm, woD*t you? YouTl put me on trial for 
lolling him. Oh, sure, youTl let me tell my story. But 
the jury won’t believe a word of it Because the district 
attorney will be pointing his finger at me and shouting 
murderess. And theyll bring on a psychiatrist whoU 
testify that I have homicidal tendenci^. And all of the 
fine, good, saintly people will prove Tm an adulteress who 
led a fine, respectable man up the garden path and 
then killed him just for the hell of it—-or because I like 
to Mll—or something—* 

There were two oflBcers, and one of them interrupted 
Judy’s hysterical outburst to inquire; “Where’s tiie dough, 
sister?* 

""He took it,” she said, more quietly. *^ddie OHomk 
took it * 

**Never beard of the guy. I question if you did, either. 
Now listen, sister, weVe got a pretty complete report 
on what happened here. There’s no use in your lying 
to us, because that poor stiffs wife spilled the whole 
story. Seems she’s been keeping tabs on the guy for 
some time. Had a little observation post right outside 
in the bushes. Says she Tieard voices' that dkacted her 
to come here on certain nights.* 

The officer laughed, observing that he, personally, 
didn’t go for that “voices* stufi^. But the fact remained 
the woman had her facts straight. *^She teUs us he 
showed up tonight with fifty grand. He had it all planned 
out for you and him to beat it out of town. You wanted 
Ihe dough but you didn’t want the guy, so you let him 
have it with the business end of his own gun. You ain’t 
got a chance to he your way out of this, sister. You 
might just as wefi come clean and get it over with* 
Where’s the dough?* 

“I swallowed it,” Judy said. 

“Whassa matter with you, sister? Are you nuts? Or 
drunk? Or just plain dumb? You can’t talk your way out 
of a situation like this. We’ve got the dope straight. 
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The soon^ you teU us where you’ve hidden the dough, 
the easier you'll make things for yourself,” 

“I swallowed it," Judy repeated **11 you don’t like 
that one, how do you like this version? I know some 
magic words that make folding money vanish into thin 
air. Poof,” She snapped her fingers, *^ust like that!” 

Then she was screaming hysterically, “Get me out of 
this room, Arr^t me. Lock me up in jail. I don’t care 
what the hell you do with me. Only stop asldiig ques¬ 
tions about that damned money, I want to forget it. 
I don’t want to think about that poor devil who never 
got any fim out of life, and—and—” 

That was when everything went black. When she 
regained consciousness she was on a hospital oot in 
the first aid room at the county jail. They kept her there 
for five days* Every so often a doctor would come in 
to look her over. They suspected her of putting on an 
act, but she was unable to retain any food, or to get up 
and take a few steps without collapsing. 

All she did was lie there and stare into space. For 
the most part, her mind was a blank. Sometimes she 
would think about Frank—the pity and tragedy of his 
life. The tears would come into her eyes. Then she 
would think of Paul—but he seemed so long ago and 
far away. Paul belonged to another life, Paul was some¬ 
body in a dream she had once dreamed. 

Then one day, after a short nap, she opened her 
eyes—and stared up into Paul’s eyes. 

He was sitting by the cot. She could see he was 
trembfing, and when he reached for her hand the tears 
came into his eyes. Judy stared at him. She felt mean 
and ashamed, having Paul see her lying here in a jail 
ward. 

He asked her if she had the strength to get up and 
put her clothes on. He wanted to take her home if she 
thought she could make it Judy said, 'TThat isn’t a very 
funny joke, Paul,” 
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He kept looking at her and the tears came into his 
eyes again* 

Then he said that it wasn't a joke. He had eveiything 
straightened out and she was free to leave whenever she 
was able to. He said that he, personally, took credit 
for sending a certain dirty crook, Eddie OHourk by 
name, to a slightly messy death at the bottom of a ravine- 
Also, for directing the police to the body, which turned 
up the fifty thousand bucks. And a little added pressure 
had forced the truth out of Effie Kinney, ‘That woman ” 
Paul said, "is both a psychopathic case and a sucker for 
fortune tellers. The fortune teUer, who worked hand in 
hand with a detective agency, accounted for the Voices' 
she heard. And her psychopathic jealousy explained the 
hell she put that poor devil of a husband through." 

Both of them, Paul observed, w^e more to be pitied 
than blamed. 

Judy started to laugh, nervously. “Sure. That goes for 
a lot of people in this world who do fool, crazy things. 
Maybe even for me* But I don't want any pity from 
you, Paul—so why don’t you get out of here and leave 
me alone?" 

Then she started to cry. She said, through her tears, 
she didn't want Paul coming here because he felt sorry 
for her. If he had got things cleared up for her, she 
was certainly gratef^ and fiianks very much. But he 
didn't need to put cm an act* Just because he walked 
in here and saw her looking like hell, with no make-up, 
no food on her stomach, he didn't have to play noble 
and pretend that she meant a goddam thing to him. 
She didn’t. He'd made that perfectly dear about two 
months ago—and if he'd just kindly go away and let her 
alone, she'd get along nicely, 

Paul listened not at all, bastead, he picked her up, 
dressed her, took her home—and forced her to eat. 

She was too weak to resist. Besides, she didn't really 
want to resist. As she ate, Paul sipped brandy. "Baby," 
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he said, “do you think Td have spent weeks in California 
getting the real lowdown on that rat, O'Rourk, if I hadn’t 
been nuts about you? What do you think I did it for? 
My health?” 

That had been the first thing to come into his mind, 
he said, after Judy had told hM her story. He wanted 
that rat wiped off the face of the earth and he had 
made up his mind to see that it was done. Preferably 
legally. He had gone to California and, in the course 
of a month, he*d dug up enough criminal dirt to put 
Eddie in jail for ten lifetimes. Perhaps he should have 
informed toe Federal agents of Eddies whereabouts. But 
he’d had an unholy desire to deal with the guy himself . 
He had come back to Rogerstown and had had himself 
appointed a deputy police officer. 

That same day, his first back in town, he was cruising 
around town late in the afternoon when he spotted 
O'Rourk’s car. 

“I didn’t know you knew him by sight,” Judy said, 
reaching for Paul’s brandy glass, 

Paul said he recognized toe California license on the 
car, and he’d seen that ugly mug in a dozen police files. 

The rage started simmering inside him the minute he 
got his first good look at the rat who had done Judy 
so much harm. He couldn’t decide quite bow to handle 
the matter, so he simply played his hunch. Keeping 
a safe distance behind, he trailed O'Rourk for the rest 
of the afternoon and evening. Around town. Out to the 
cottage. There he had quite a wait and, when he saw 
Judy and Kinney go in together, he was frozen with 
fright. Of course, there was jealousy mixed with the 
fright—but he decided the jealousy could wait. And be 
didn’t want to make any false moves. 

Later, when the cottage door burst open and OHourk 
came out on the run, some peculiar intuition quivered 
through him—and Paul knew toat it was tonight or never. 
He waited until O’Rourk got in his car. Then he started 
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after him. The man got wise that he was being tailed 
and pushed his speed up close to a hundred. Paul kept 
right after him. When he saw the car heading for a 
steep curve with a deep ravine to the side of it, he took 
a chance. He fired a shot which hit the back right lir^ 
Seconds later he saw the car turning over as it headed 
down. 

Paul grinned ruefully. “I made something of a sudden 
stop myself." He had been thrown out of, his car wh^ 
it hit a tree, suffered a mild concussion which kept him 
holed up in some farmer's house for several days. 

He got up and went for the brandy bottle. Judy said 
she could use a shot herself. When he came back to the 
bed she looked at him with eyes that kept filling with 
tears. “You’re such a swell guy, Paul. And—you want 
to know the big regret of my hfe? Its that Im so- 
muddied up. You remember that when I’m gone, will 
you? That I’m sorry I wasn’t an eighteen-carat proposi- 
tion” 

*Where do you think you’re goings Paul said. 

She shook her head. “I don’t know. But I can't stay.*" 

"Why not?" 

She faced him bravely through her tears. “You know 
why not, Paul. There are any number of reascms, the 
last one being Frank Kinney " 

“So what about Frank Kinney? As much of a psycho¬ 
pathic case as his wife. His life had been heading toward 
tragedy for years. And why shouldn’t you have taken 
up with some guy when you thought I’d left you for 
good? I never imagined I’d mamed a stick of wood, 
Judy" 

Presently he took a quick swallow of brandy, then his 
eyes came up to hers, “Judy," he said, I married what 
I wanted, and I still want what I married " 

Judy s head was lowered and she was biting hard on 
her underlip. “I wish I could be sure of that,’’ she said 
in a whisper. 
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She wondered if she were getting afraid to trust hap¬ 
piness. Something heavy blocked her throat She was 
thinking of Frank who had reached so desperately for 
a little fun and had found disaster. 

“Please don't be afraid, darling." 

Paul had his arms around her, his lips against her 
cheek. 

For a long time he held her so, not asking anything 
of her, just keeping her warm and close to him and let¬ 
ting his lips brush her hah*. After a long time he 
whispered, “It s good, isn't it?" 

She didn t answer, and he saw that she was crying. 

“What's the matter, baby?” he said softly. 

“I never expected to be back in your arms like this. 
That's what's the matter.” 

“Is it where you want to be, darling?” 

She made a smile for him. Then she gave him her lips. 
Then she gave him something more, 

“Wife,” he moaned happily. "Wifel” 


THE END 
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Man Of woman, sister or broker—h^ lust knew no boimds! 

CARNIVAL GIRL by Otrie Hitt 

For die price of a ndm, you codd enjoy RJboda'a charms, 

THE PEEPER by Orrie Hitt 
No woman was safe fitom his prying eyes. 


B-239. 



fi-240. TEMPUa OP LUST ^ Joh» Barton Tliomp9on 

Woman ai^ame with oopk passion worship a pagan idol—the gcd 
of seat 

B-241. STREET WALKER ^ E* S. Seeley 

LoTralne was in die business—moiiey wasn*t the only reason • . i 

B-243. HELL CAT by Dorine Oark 

No ^ coo awful, no vke too erueL 

B-244. THE VIRGIN hy Don Motro 

Young girls on the loose in vicettddm Parts, 

B.245, THE YOUNG HOODS 

Every girl was fair game to die gang! 

B-246. THE DIVORCEES by Scott Stone 

A novel of three women who had strange ideal about ecstasy. A 
novel of three women who sought indescribable pleasure and 
found hi 

B-247. TOO MANY WOMEN by Barry Dcvlux 
She vowed to have him-^her way! 

B-248. MARGO by Scott Stone 

The nighta were oold-^er bed waa warm! A novel about dKe 
qiorting crowd, 

fi-250, TOO HOT TO HANDLE by Orrie Hitt 
If you wanted pleasure^ Kay would give you a ding! 

B-251* ONE KH® OP WOMAN by Ralph Dean 

Men handled Eileen so brytally^ she learned to prefer womcnl 

B-232, CHEATING WIVES by Barry Devlin 

They made a game of unfaidiifulness. An explosive novel of marital 
infidelity. 

B-233. NUDE IN THE SAND by John Barton Thompson 

Who wai the stfonge voluptuous creamre who performed erode 
rites in the rising bayou sand? 

E-254* SIN DOLL tiy Orrie Hitt 

Boldly leveaLi how girb are recruited^-and why! 

B-255. MAKE SURE I WIN by Barry Devlin 

What happens to the pretty young coneds when vice comes to ihe 
campus? 

B^257, SHACK WOMAN by Kathie Reed 

The story of a bewitching tramps whose btaxen aifatrs ihodced an 
imtire town. 

B.258, WILDE BLONDE by Jack Kelly 

A aoorching story of white-hot passion that leads down strange 
erode paths. 

B^260. BASEMENT GANG by David WUliams 

Kathie was i virgm when they led her down the steps , • « 

B-26L TAWNY by Orrie Hitt 

die a tramp—or just thrill-hungry? One of Orne Hitf^s 
apidest yams. 



B-26Z DANIELLE by Joseph Foster 

Born for love, formed for passion, and living only to sadsfy 
strange, wild lusts , • . 


B-264« STRANGE TMIRSTS by Michael Norday 

She forced her warped desires on men and women alikef 


B-265. hot BLOOO by John. B. Tbiompson 

Folks said Karel was bom to be bad—^and she set out to prove itl 


B>266. STRIP-TEASE GIRL bv Cal Anton 

Of Btrippers backstage—and their feverish hunt hir 


TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR SREOAL OFFER- 
MAIL ORDER COUPON NOWI 

350 —2“iy ^ books for ^1,00—any 7 booka for ^2,00—any 11 

books for ^5,00. 


BEACON BOOKS, Dept. 285 

117 East 31st Street, New York 16, N, Y. 

please send me the books checked belciw at the price of 351^ eadi« 

3 for ^LOG, 7 for ^2.00 or II for 1 enclose..... 

ORDER BY NUMBER ONLY 
CIRCLE THE NUMBERS OF BOOKS WANTED 
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III the event we are out of stock on any of your selections, please list 
alternate choices: 
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F kar cauglit at Judy's tnroj.i as the ghost of her 
(lead past walked in. Eddie was suppt»sod to be in 
(Jalifofnia. She had left him t’-are when she had fled 
-ner wiM, debauched existence. New his very presence 
threatened her ma) »-iage-her home—her person . . . 

fc^There was only one way to stop him from telling her 
‘husband. She must buy him off. And ti e only thing she 
':U i. • > isell was—her body! 



^flero is the fascinating story of a thrill-sated girl, 
'escaped to a nfw life, who finds Iierself enmeshed in 
^the web of her past. Should she tell her husband? He 
was sure to divorce her. Should she sell herself to the 
town banker, whose money might buy her safety? 
Should she take refuge in flight? 

j No matter what her choice, the end could only bring 
- abasement.. .sexual slavery... unless love could some- 
: how expunge the mark of passion and the stain of 
, her past. 

CAN A “KEPT WOMAN” EVER BE A F.MTH- 
FUL WIFE? THIS NOVEL BOLDLY ASKS-AND 
?ANSWERS-THE TIMELESS QUESTION! 
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